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Chapter 1 


Chapter One 


"Captain Levi!" Eren yelled over the rushing of the wind, no longer 
attempting to cover the panicked hoarseness of his voice with false 
confidence, "what now?" 


"We'll try and outrun them." Levi replied levelly, coolly, and with a 
slight air of annoyance. He pursed his lips tightly together and 
narrowed his eyes, giving a forced sounding sigh as he weighed up 
their situation in his head, "we should make it back to base if we 
keep up this pace. Do not engage in battle; you cannot afford 
another injury." Eren's heart thumped heavily in his chest as the two 
of them raced through the forest on horseback, titans advancing 
quickly behind them. He then looked away from the back of Levi's 
head and instead turned to look behind him once again, almost 
choking on his own tongue when his horse jolted beneath him. 
"Focus, Eren! Don't look back!" Levi snapped sharply, causing Eren 
to startle and turn back around, leaning further forwards into the 
leather saddle in an attempt to increase his speed. 


Three titans were barrelling towards them, a seven-metre class and 
two four-metres, their gait was uneven and uncoordinated as they 
stumbled over their own gangling limbs in a craze to get to their prey. 
They were quickly gaining on them, and Eren couldn't help the 
mixture of adrenaline and fear pumping through his veins, making 
his whole body tremble in uncontrollable waves, making his hands 
clammy and slip over the beaten reins, making a slick sheen of 
sweat cover his body and cause his clothes and hair to stick to him 
uncomfortably. 


Gnarly trees with twisting branches and broad trunks surrounded 
them and Eren couldn't help but entertain the brief thought that they 
were perfect for 3DMG; it would be incredibly easy to take them 
down this way, Levi could probably do it without his help, but orders 


were orders and he had every intention of sticking to them-well 
aware of the consequences of going against them. As he had no 
intention of doing anything other than what Levi said, Eren forced his 
mind to focus on the task in hand, on escaping and getting back to 
base safely. 


This was complicated even further by a deep, explosive sound 
reverberating behind him, sending vibrations through the earth 
beneath him and causing his sensitive ears to ring painfully and his 
horse to stumble in fear. Eren breathed heavily through his mouth, 
ignoring the scratchy dryness of his throat, and checked that Levi 
wasn't looking before glancing backwards, knowing that whatever 
caused that noise couldn't possibly be anything good. 


Eren wished he hadn't bothered looking at all. 


A titan rivalling the height of his own in his transformed state was 
looming amongst the trees, standing in a plume of steam with its 
head tucked low to its chest and its slim body loose and languid. It 
stood stationary for just a few moments more, then began to twitch, 
as though its muscles were bunching and spasming beneath the 
skin, its head flicking to the side a couple times before it whipped 
around so quickly that had Eren blinked he'd of missed it. The titan's 
eyes were lethal; crimson and wide, with tiny black slits for pupils 
and an unruly mane of black hair hanging in thick tangles from its 
humanoid head-it was different, somehow, from any of the other 
titans Eren could remember seeing. This one gave out an aura of 
pure killing intent, focused and intense and wholly intending to take 
them, the targets, down. 


"Captain Levi!" Eren yelled, forcing his voice to carry over the 
sounds of earthshattering footfalls behind them as the titan suddenly 
propelled itself forwards into a sprint, beginning the hunt. "Captain 
Levi, there's another titan! It's approaching quickly, what should we 
do? Continue our escape or engage it?" 


Levi remained silent for a few moments before turning and seeing for 
himself what exactly was going on. His eyes widened minutely but 


other than that his face remained unreadable and Eren couldn't quite 
decide whether that made him feel better or worse. "Keep moving 
forwards. We'll wait and see if it tries anything. We don't know for 
sure whether this is an Abnormal or not and we need to get back to 
ba-" he was cut off by an ungodly screeching roar that burst from the 
mouth of the tallest titan; it was animalistic and entirely bloodthirsty 
and Eren couldn't help the goose-bumps that prickled up on his skin, 
making his hair stand on end and his slightly damp clothes feel 
gratingly rough against his skin. 


Nevertheless, it appeared that the horrid sound was not directed at 
them but at the other three titans also part of the pursuit. The tallest, 
Eren gave it an approximate of twenty-metres, lunged towards the 
others and wasted no time in stomping one of the four metres to 
death, not giving it any time to regenerate before its head and nape 
were effectively reduced to mulch. It then raced to the remaining two, 
swinging its arm back to gain enough momentum to smash them 
both viciously against the wide girth of a tree trunk, the wood 
splintering beneath them at the brutal force. 


Nausea rose from the pit of Eren's stomach as the twenty-metre 
grabbed at the limp mangled corpse of the now steaming seven- 
metre and lifted it high above its head, then lowering it down and 
tearing its bottom half away, swallowing it down as though it was 
nothing. It ripped the arms away next, and then the head, each time 
making a horrible cacophony of crunching and squelching noises, 
much louder and different and prolonged than the sounds ofa 
human being devoured. Eren had seen a lot of things, a lot of 
terrible, terrible things, but he felt somewhat lightheaded at this. If 
this was how vicious the titan was towards its own kind, then God 
help them. 


"Make the most of this distraction, Eren, move faster and get away 
from the bastard!" Levi called, and Eren could see him trying to coax 
his horse into moving faster despite it moving at maximum speed 
already. To make up for this, Levi yelled a curt "stay close!" over his 
shoulder before taking a sharp left into the main body of trees, off the 


dirt path that was carved down the middle, and into the unknown. It 
seemed that Levi had every intention of attempting to evade the 
titan, to at least get out of its line of vision and attempt to lose it in 
the trees, a place that would also give them the edge both with its 
Suitability to 3DMG and with its closely-knit greenery, which would 
hopefully restrict the titan's movement enough to allow for them to 
escape. 


However, this isn't at all what happened. 


They had gained no more than ten foot of distance before the titan 
thrusted its way through the trees on all-fours, outstretching its hand 
into a fan and swiping its arm at them so unexpectedly fast that 
neither Eren nor Levi had the chance to even think about getting out 
of the way before the displaced wind forcefully threw them from their 
horses and had them hurtling towards the trees at breakneck speed 
with absolutely no time to use their 3DMG. Eren reflexively squeezed 
his eyes shut and prepared for impact. For death. But neither of 
those things came. Before that, the titan reached out and grabbed 
him like an overexcited child grabbing a doll, and then took Levi too. 
When he opened his eyes, he was met with thin, red lips curled 
upwards into a chilling smile and two rows of dagger-like teeth bared 
dangerously. 


The air was threateningly silent then, it was frighteningly empty and 
filled only with harsh breathing, even the leaves in the trees seemed 
to have ceased their rustling in respect for what could only be the 
end for the two of humanities’ saviours. It was then that a low groan 
of pain had Eren's eyes snapping over to where Levi was also 
enclosed in a blood-splattered fist. 


Levi had a twisted expression of pain on his face, his head tilted 
back and his eyebrows pinched, his teeth gritted together as he 
breathed raggedly, harshly, but kept his glare focussed only on the 
beast before him. From the angle he was at, Eren could clearly see 
the fresh crimson tracking down the side of his head-it glistened 
evilly in the dimming sunlight and Eren could hardly breathe through 
the seriousness of the situation weighing down on him. Or that could 


just be the tightening of the strong fingers around his ribs. Eren 
spluttered as he tried to get more air to his lungs, his gut churned as 
he spat up blood; his throat was raw and burning. 


The titan then growled in such a way that could easily be mistaken 
for laughter as it joyously brought Eren and Levi even closer to its 
face, so both of them were before one of its huge eyes. That was 
when it really, truly, hit Eren that he were helplessly dangling in mid- 
air, encircled in a titan's clawed fist, choking on its pungent stench as 
it opened its giant mouth, saliva glistening grotesquely where it hung 
in strings from jaw to jaw. 


It was then when the both of them had realised, this was the end. 
There really wasn't any way that they could get out of this in the 
conditions they were in before they were devoured. 


Despite the risks that every mission outside the walls carried, despite 
the knowledge that death was likely, despite the countless numbers 
of comrades that had died this way, it had seemed like something 
that would never happen to him. Eren couldn't believe that, after all 
the danger he'd put himself in since joining the Survey Corps, he 
was to meet his end on a rudimentary mission intended for securing 
the area and ensuring that the base outside the walls was under no 
immediate threat. Eren and Levi had gone out on this particular 
mission countless times before, and so although they were, as 
always, on high alert, they hadn't expected there to be any major 
problems. 


Now they were realising the true cost of their overconfidence-Eren 
didn't think he had ever felt more foolish than he did at that moment. 
Now he was paying for it, in the most ultimate of ways. It felt so 
unlikely that Eren couldn't stop his mind from racing as he tried to 
think of something, anything, which would help him and Levi out, 
something that would rekindle their rapidly dwindling chances of 
survival. 


He just didn't want to leave Armin and Mikasa, he didn't want to 
leave his family. He'd always fancied himself as someone with no 


qualms regarding dying an untimely death for a noble cause to aid 
humanity, but that did not ease his mounting guilt. 


Eren was harshly pulled from his thoughts by a coarse scream that 
he did not recognise as his own until he saw Levi's clenched jaw 
tightly closed, he could see it working through his temple, as though 
he were holding back more pained sounds of his own. He, Eren, felt 
detached from his body. He found that he could barely even feel the 
pain. He was numb and unaware, and, he distantly realised, likely in 
shock. 


Which was when a burnished glint within the titan's mouth caught his 
attention and shocked his wandering mind back into reality; it took a 
moment to register that the strange object was becoming larger and 
more pronounced, that he was seconds away from fully entering the 
titan's mouth through no movement of his own-he couldn't help but 
wonder why it was taking so long, titan were generally messy with 
their catch, uncaring and uncouth as they shoved as much of the 
human bodies into their gaping mouths as possible. So why was this 
one different? Why did it feel like the titan knew something that they 
did not? Why did it feel as though it had any degree of intelligence to 
start with? 


There really wasn't time to ponder over this much longer though as 
Levi was brought close enough to him that they were in comfortable 
speaking distance; Levi's eyes looked glazed over as though he'd 
died already. 


"Eren," he heaved out in-between short, sharp gasps for air, he 
swallowed before continuing, "your arm. Can you move your arm?" 
Levi asked, not making eye contact with him, as though he already 
knew the answer. Eren made a keening sound deep in his throat, 
frustration welling up at the futility of it all. His right arm, the only one 
outside of the titan's crushing grip, was definitely broken; there was 
no physical way for him to move it without passing out from the pain. 


"My- My arm is broken, Sir, I'm sorry Captain! I'm sorry," Eren shook 
his head, squeezing his burning eyes closed and steeling himself 


before trying to force his broken arm up despite the odds. The pain 
was sudden and intense and consumed his being. It was so sharp 
and sickening that his head spun as a shriek of agony ripped through 
his rattling lungs and out of his mouth but he didn't stop there. He 
tried once more to no avail, and then he tried again, but it hurt, oh 
God did it hurt, Eren couldn't focus on anything but the blinding, 
white-hot pain, and he was sure he fainted for a few moments 
because when he came too it was to Levi shouting his name, thinly 
concealed desperation in his voice. 


"Stop it!" He ordered, "Eren! We- We made a wrong decision and 
therefore we must face the consequences so stop it! Die with pride!" 
Eren panted as he looked over to Levi with helpless, wide eyes, his 
lipS quivering as he ceased struggling and was harshly thrust into the 
titan's mouth, shortly followed by Levi who grunted in pain as he 
body was roughly thrown into the grungy slime of the monstrous 
tongue as the titan tipped its head backwards to encourage them to 
fall down its throat. 


Eren's response was immediate, he reached out one of his bloody 
hands and caught hold of one of the serrated teeth, crying out loudly 
as it sliced the soft flesh of his palm, causing more blood to ribbon 
out. 


"Eren!" Levi yelped sharply as he desperately attempted to get a grip 
on something that would save him from an unbearable end, he was 
wide-eyed and terrified and, for once, Eren felt like he was seeing 
Levi as a human man that didn't want to die. He'd been taken down 
from the pedestal Eren often put him on and they were, in that 
moment, equals. 


Therefore, against the unbearable sting of his palm, he swung his 
body to gain momentum and brought his broken arm within Levi's 
grasp, "grab my hand!" He yelled in a panic, his voice coarse and 
high. Levi wasted no time in doing so, and Eren could see in his face 
the guilt at weighing down his visibly disfigured arm as he cried out 
in utter torture. The additional weight also roughly yanked Eren's 
hand further down the tooth, the sharp edge digging far enough into 


the palm that he was beginning to lose feeling in it, which would 
have been a blessing, to at least temporarily rid himself of at least 
some of his pain so that he could think more clearly, had it not been 
for the loss of strength that accompanied it. 


Looking down, over his shoulder, Eren made sure that Levi was still 
there, as though the searing of his mangled arm was not enough to 
confirm that, before returning his attention back to the tooth. Or, 
more accurately, what he'd noticed was around the tooth. It was the 
ring. A silver band of smooth edges that glinted like hope, encrusted 
with blue crystals and gems; it looked fit for royalty and absolutely 
out of place in the titan's mouth, but there was not time to think about 
that now. 


Levi yelled out as Eren's body jolted downwards, "what are you 
doing?! Eren, do not let go!" Eren grunted and gasped at the pain as 
he slid further down, intending to get a hold on the notches in the 
silver band, knowing that it would be much less painful to hold, which 
would hopefully buy them more time to formulate a plan. 


Concentrating too much to give an intelligible answer, Eren 
continued the process of relaxing and tightening his grip, their bodies 
jerking harshly with the movement, blood streaming even thicker 
from the gaping wound and tracking through the dirt on his arm as it 
ran beneath his tattered jacket sleeve. He was almost there. Justa 
few more inches. Eren strained and tensed his muscles in discomfort 
as he finally slipped down to reach the ring with a dry sob he could 
no longer think to contain. 


Immediately everything began to swim. The walls of the titan's mouth 
suddenly seemed to crawl with movement, wavering forwards and 
backwards, in and out, until all the dull colours began to twine 
together into a twisting vortex of smeared white. Eren couldn't help 
but wonder if his maximum pain threshold had finally been reached 
and he were delirious with hallucinations. But when he heard the 
sound of Levi's voice, distressed, confused, and strangely as though 
Eren were underwater, he realised that he must be seeing this- 
whatever it was-too. 


If it weren't for his hardy 3DMG training, Eren was sure he'd of 
vomited from the feeling of movement that accompanied this 
phenomenon, as though he were being pulled towards a place he 
could not see; blindly travelling the unknown. The thought of it all 
made fear bubble in the pit of Eren's stomach, his heart lurching up 
into his throat, his ears ringing, when a mixture of colours suddenly 
blended together to form a blurry image of browns, golds, blues, and 
blacks. 


Before he even knew what was happening, before he could so much 
as brace for impact, the ground had rushed up to meet him, his skull 
cracking against the floor and his body following suit. Air rushed out 
of Eren's lungs, winded, and he could vaguely hear himself 
wheezing harshly, breathlessly and completely and utterly futilely, 
around his cracked ribs. 


Forcing his heavy-lidded eyes open, he tried to focus on his 
surroundings though all he ultimately managed was to scrounge an 
indistinct view of many, many blurred figured seated at what looked 
to be tables, their heads turned towards him. 


Any movement Eren did see seemed to be slow and out-of-sync with 
the distant noise he could faintly hear, it sounded panicked and 
chaotic before it was drowned out by the loud ringing in his ears and 
the thick fuzziness of his head, which felt as though it were stuffed 
with cotton, black dots blotting out his vision and his heart pounding 
heavily at every pulse point. 


Eren didn't even realise that he'd blacked out until he was blearily 
opening his eyes again. The many cloaked figures he'd seen before 
were gone now and instead there only appeared to be a select few 
watching them accusingly. His vision was still a little blurry and he 
blinked repeatedly to clear it, his mouth open and squashed against 
the floor; Eren couldn't tell if he'd drooled or if there was just that 
much blood against his sodden cheek. 


"-| will repeat myself again; how did you get in here?" A voice asked 
sharply, jolting Eren back into reality all at once. He lifted his face 
from the floor and attempted to move his arms to push himself up but 
as he did, pain shocked his system and he was greeted with the 
realisation that his arm was still broken, he could barely move it, but 
he knew that the regeneration process was in effect because he 
could breathe a little easier than before, meaning his cracked ribs 
were knitting themselves back together. He just needed to wait to be 
able to move properly-though he didn't Know how long that would 
take nor how much he could manage with his body's depleted 
energy. 


"Don't know." Came another voice, croaky and painful. Levi. Eren 
looked over to his left and saw Levi laying on his back, his body 
arched slightly upwards and his teeth gritted and bared as he 
breathed sharply, in uneven, choppy breaths that rattled in his lungs. 
Eren could see the pain in his usually cold face, grime and crusted 
copper smeared across his features, his eyes squeezing shut when 
a particularly bad wave of pain must have washed over him. 


"No-one can get in here, you had to have known what you were 
doing!" The strange voice came again, and Eren then took note of 
the elderly man, with a long beard, and flowing robes, holding a 
stick, of all things, towards Levi. The man must have felt Eren's gaze 
on him as he then quickly turned to face him, "who are you affiliated 
with?" He asked, and Eren's hazed mind couldn't work out what he 
was asking. 


Eren coughed, effectively clearing his throat "... What," he breathed, 
barely even able to hear his own voice. 


"Are you spies?" The man questioned, still directly looking at Eren, 
who was beginning to succumb to pain-filled exhaustion again. 


"No," Eren shook his head as best he could, he groaned and lay his 
head back on the floor for a moment before raising it back up, 
"where... is this?" The man looked surprised, then, and murmurs 
broke out amongst the other people in the room. Eren was more 


confused than he'd ever been in his life. He was confused and 
scared, as much as he hated to admit it, even more so when he tried 
to get another glimpse at Levi and saw that he must have passed 
out-likely from blood-loss-and Eren wasn't far behind. "Who're you?" 
Eren slurred, suddenly finding it even harder than before to get his 
words out. 


"| am Albus Dumbledore," he said shortly, looking as though there 
was much more he wanted to say. His expression softened by the 
smallest amount, enough to mean something; perhaps these people 
weren't hostile. 


"M-my Captain is injured," Eren told Dumbledore shakily, "he needs 
medi-" he broke off with a strained cough that irritated his throat and 
he breathed heavily for a moment before attempting further 
communication. 


Dumbledore looked over the Levi with pursed lips, "your friend is in 
dire need of medical attention, | understand, and so are you," 


Eren nodded, laying his forehead back down onto the ground, 
wincing as he felt liquid warmth soak his skin, alerting him that he 
was still bleeding out from somewhere he wasn't entirely sure of. If 
he was admitting honesty to himself, he wasn't sure if he could trust 
this man, these people, but if he wanted Levi to live he was going to 
have to. He was sure that he'd be able to heal himself, given the 
time, but he didn't want to be risking his Captain's life, that was out of 
the question. 


Rolling his head so that it was at an angle, Eren saw that 
Dumbledore's mouth was still moving but he could no longer work 
out the words that were being spoken. His hearing was fuzzy and it 
felt like the room was tilting around him, he clenched the fingers he 
could move into a fist as though to make a grab at the floor to top it 
spinning but found that did nothing to help. All he could hear was his 
own rattling breathing, all he could feel was floating, nauseating 
movement, all his could smell and taste was harsh metal, and all he 
could see was darkness. 


And this was how Harry's fifth year at Hogwarts began, all at once 
and with a definite bang. He'd already known that something was off 
when Hagrid was missing from the staff table, and Dolores 
Umbridge, a toad-like woman who seemed to dress only in horrific 
shades of pink, and was seen at Harry's hearing for the Dementor 
attack, was now part of the teaching body. He'd already had a lot on 
his mind at that point, so when the ceiling suddenly began to morph 
above Umbridge's head during her impromptu speech, and two 
bodies had dropped, bleeding and wounded, onto the solid floor of 
the Hall, he really hadn't known what to think. 


Dumbledore had leapt from his chair at the staff table and withdrew 
his wand, pulling Umbridge back and out of the way as the two 
figures dropped onto the hard floor before the House tables. "Get 
back!" Dumbledore had ordered, as he glanced quickly up at some 
of the students inching forwards, towards the strangely dressed 
people, before back down at the intruders themselves. 


"What the bloody ‘ell is goin' on?!" Ron had exclaimed, he'd looked 
between Harry and Hermione, as they'd stood within the hoard of 
other students all craning their necks to get a better look at what was 
going on. 


"There's two people on the floor down there, it-it was a portkey, it 
must have been!" Hermione had then replied with furrowed 
eyebrows and her face a little pale, "but that shouldn't be possible! 
Hogwarts is protected! No one but Dumbledore can do that!" 


Squinting through his glasses, Harry has shifted from side to side as 
he'd tried to get a better view over people's shoulders and around 
their heads. "Do you think they're with-" 


"You-Know-Who?" Ron cut Harry off before he could speak his 
name, as though the mere mention of it would make it true. Harry 
had made to glare at Ron for interrupting when he picked up 
movement out of the corner of his eye and snapped his gaze right 
back to the Hall floor. 


It'd been hard to see the two men, he'd presumed, who'd been on 
the ground, as nervous teachers tried to hustle them all away and 
back to their Dorms, but Harry caught sight of a steady slick of blood 
growing beneath them. He'd seen that one of the men, perhaps 
boys, had had his right arm bent at an awkward angle as he'd lay on 
his stomach, bloody gashes and tears ripped through his strange 
clothing, a green cloak tangled around his body and legs. Harry had 
then noticed his eyes had been open just a slight, but he'd barely 
been able see any movement of his back that signalled breathing. 


The other had been audibly wheezing for breath with his body 
slightly arched off the floor and his eyes open wide in fright. His 
clothing had been filthy and soaked in crimson that'd dripped to the 
floor alarmingly quickly. He'd had one trembling arm wrapped tightly 
around his ribs, the other fumbling with a large silver box strapped to 
his hip, blood smeared handles for something Harry hadn't been 
able to work out sticking out from the long slots in it. 


Professor McGonagall had blocked Harry's vision after that as she 
took charge and made sure to shepherd them all outside, her face a 
stern mask. Harry couldn't erase the vision he'd seen, those people 
wouldn't leave his head, he didn't think he'd ever seen two people be 
so badly wounded. Lost in thought and mildly shocked, he'd allowed 
himself to be whisked away, back to the Gryffindor Common Room, 
where he found himself now. Lost in thought and sitting in bed with a 
swirling anxiety in his gut that told him there was still so much more 
to come. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Two 


The next time Eren roused back to consciousness, it was to more 
ringing in his ears and an uncomfortable heaviness that weighed his 
eyelids down firmly. He'd of probably gone back to sleep, too, had he 
not suddenly felt the soft fabric beneath his hand which suddenly 
triggered his mind into remembering everything that had happened. 


Alarm bells rung loudly in his head as he sat bolt upright so quickly 
he could have sworn his brain hit his skull-it would explain the 
pounding headache making his eyes pulsate with every beat of his 
heart. Or perhaps he could just chalk that up to hunger and 
exhaustion, he wasn't sure how long he'd been asleep. 


Looking around, Eren decided that he was in some kind of Med bay 
considering the rows of beds covered with white sheets and the 
trolley lined with strange bottles and flasks filled with all kinds of 
fluids that he could only presume were medicine. Pursing his lips, 
Eren continued to survey the area, noticing how grand the building 
itself seemed with its towering brickwork and large windows allowing 
light to stream into the room, there didn't seem to be any other 
patients in the room though, other than himself and Levi, who he 
saw, with a rush of relief, was in the bed next to him looking a little 
worse-for-wear but alive nonetheless. 


Levi was still unconscious, as Eren would expect of a regular human 
after that much physical injury and trauma, he thought as he rolled 
his shoulders and tested his arm that had previously been broken. 
He was glad that he'd been able to heal already, so that he wasn't 
helpless and confined to a bed, he wanted to be able to face 
whatever was thrown at him from now head-on, be able to protect 
both himself and his Captain until he was able to fight again. 


Kicking away the white sheets, Eren swung his legs over the side of 
the bed, wincing at how dead they felt as the blood rushed back into 
them and his bare feet tinged red as he made to stood up, and 
immediately stumbled back down onto the bedside. 


"My goodness! You're awake already?" An unfamiliar voice called 
out, high and shrill and filled with a worry Eren couldn't figure out. 

His head quickly snapped to the direction the voice had come from, 
he forced himself back to his feet, and noticed a small woman 
trotting towards him. She was older-looking and with short, curly grey 
hair and blue eyes which radiated concern. "I truly wasn't expecting 
you to wake up for another day or two! | must say, your body seems 
to be healing at an incredible rate..." 


Eren stared at her as she mumbled under her breath, unsure of what 
to think of her as she attempted to push Eren gently back down onto 
his bed. He pulled his arm out of her grip with a grunt, trying to figure 
her out. 


"Who're you?" Eren asked, refusing to be sat back down, despite the 
fatigue and light-headedness that was quickly catching up with him, 
"where am |?" 


"Oh, do sit back down, you were very badly injured when you arrived 
here, you need rest right now, young man!" The women said sternly, 
pushing down on Eren's shoulder again, he complied and sat down 
before he embarrassed himself by giving in to his unsteady legs, still 
maintaining intense eye-contact. "I'm Madame Poppy Pomfrey, I'm a 
nurse, SO you can stop with that glaring and stay put whilst | go and 
get the Headmaster, he'll want to know that you're awake." Madame 
Pomfrey tutted as she tried to urge Eren to lay back down-he 
wouldn't, not wanting to take orders from a complete stranger any 
more than he had to, so he'd watched her as she left the room, 
closing the hulking double doors at the entrance behind her. 


Eren waited a few seconds until he was sure she was gone before 
he attempted to move again. He gingerly stood back up, bracing a 
hand on the mattress, and shuffled closer to Levi's bed. Eren peered 


into it, taking note of the thin bandage wrapped tightly around Levi's 
head, completely spotless save for the tiny pinpricks of red staining 
through the material around his temple. It was strange seeing Levi 
like this, laid out in a hospital bed looking pale and almost 
vulnerable. Eren almost felt sorry for him, he couldn't heal nearly as 
fast as Eren could. 


"What are you doing out of bed, again ?!" Madam Puffy or whatever 
her name was shouted. This nurse was really irritating Eren, treating 
him like an invalid child, looking down on him. Turning to face her, 
Eren scowled. Next to the nurse was an elderly man wearing flowing 
robes and had a beard so long he could tuck it into his belt if he 
wanted to-was he the headmaster of this place? 


The old man clasped has hands together and smiled in a way Eren 
Supposed was meant to be placating. "Why don't you take a seat 
back down on your bed so that we can talk?" Eren defiantly 
remained standing. He refused to take orders from this man. "Well, | 
Suppose you can stand if you really must." 


"I'll leave you to it, Headmaster." Madame Pomfrey nodded in 
acknowledgement, leaving to attend to business elsewhere. 
Dumbledore watched as she left, returning his attention back to Eren 
once she was gone. 


"Well?" Spoke Eren, still standing tautly besides Levi's bedside. 


"Now, there is no need to be hasty now, is there, young man?" 
Dumbledore smiled again, although the smile didn't quite meet his 
eyes. "Why don't we start with introductions? My name is Albus 
Dumbledore, | am Headmaster of Hogwarts, which is the school we 
are both currently situated in." 


Eren spluttered, "H-Hogwarts?" He choked back an incredulous 
laugh, "what sort of a name is that?!" 


"Say," Dumbledore's wispy eyebrows raised slightly, "have you never 
heard of our school before?" 


"No, I'm pretty sure I'd know if I'd heard of a school with a name like 
that," Eren rubbed at one of his eyes, looking down at the ground for 
a moment before he suddenly paused. "Wait... Am I...?" 


"What are you-" 


"What wall are we in?" Eren cut Dumbledore off in a panic. When all 
Eren got as a response was a confused face, Eren began shouting, 
"| asked what wall we're in! Answer me! | need to know!" 


"Wall?" Dumbledore asked, clearly puzzled, "now what do you mean 
by wall?" 


"Well then... Tell me-Tell me what the name of this area is, where are 
we?" Eren looked ready to leap at the professor and strangle him for 
the answers if need be. 


"To be precise, we are on the planet of Earth, upon the European 
continent, inside the United Kingdom and finally residing in the 
beautiful country of Scotland which is where we find ourselves inside 
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Does that answer your 
questions, young man?" 


Eren took a shaky step back, his Knees buckling under his weight 
and sending him slumping to the ground in a trembling heap against 
the side of the bed. " Witchcraft and wizardry ? What the-" 


"Are you feeling alright?" Asked Dumbledore, taking a step towards 
Eren, as though unsure of whether or not to help him. Eren drew his 
legs up to his chest, pushing his hands through his hair with such 
force he might as well have been trying to pull it out. Mixed emotions 
swirled around inside his head, as he realised one almost 
undeniable conclusion. 


"I'm out," he said simply. "I... I'm out." 


"Out of where?" 


"The walls... I'm out, we're out," Eren continued to ramble, the words 
slurring around in his mouth, almost sticking to his dry tongue. 
Dumbledore sat down on Eren's bed, he seemed unsure of how to 
proceed and took a moment to recollect himself before proceeding. 


"Well then, let's start again, from the introduction. What is your 
name?" 


"Eren Yaeger." He answered quietly, staring at the slightly shiny tiled 
floor between his legs. 


"And how old are you, Mr Yaeger?" 
"Sixteen" 


"Where are you from?" Eren raised his head to stare ahead at the 
side of Levi's bed, coming back to his senses after his startling 
realisation. 


"Shiganshina District, the southern area of the outermost wall." He 
recited, "look | don't know how any of this is helping." 


"Well. | think | hold at least some of the answers you are looking for." 
Dumbledore looked down at Eren, Eren could sense his gaze but 
didn't turn to make eye contact. "Listen to me carefully, Eren. Where 
you are from, was the year something like 850? Maybe 852?" He 
questioned in a much more serious manner. Eren looked up and 
locked eyes with him. 


"Yeah, why?" 


"Before you arrived here, do you remember what happened? Do you 
remember how you got here?" 


Eren's hands tightened around the trousers he noticed he was 
wearing. Black and smart. Like uniform trousers made of a slightly 
scratchy material. "This giant Abnormal titan tried to eat me and Levi, 
it came out of nowhere and took down three other titans before 


starting on us. We tried to outrun it but it managed to grab hold of us 
and when it went to eat us | saw this... shiny metal thing stuck 
around one of its teeth. Then things started to blur and stuff and | 
woke up here." 


"|... | had no idea humans resided within that dimension," 
Dumbledore mumbled, looking away from Eren. 


"What? Did you do this?" Eren exclaimed, spinning his body around 
to face him. All of this really was just getting to be too much to take 
in. 


"| think that might be so. | cannot tell you anymore than the fact | 
sent a seemingly mutated troll over to your dimension. We couldn't 
get rid of it, it continued to return, so | activated a Portkey and sent it 
someplace else." 


"Send us back then!" Eren demanded, "I don't even understand 
what's happening but if you can do some voodoo shit to get us here 
then do it again and send us back!" 


Dumbledore sighed, "I wish it were that simple, Eren, but | really 
don't have much knowledge of what really happened. | think you are 
going to have to stay here, hidden safely away in Hogwarts until | 
can figure out exactly what is happening and return you and your 
friend back home," Dumbledore got to his feet and brushed himself 
off. "I'll be going now, please ask a member of staff to escort you to 
my office if you wish to speak with me. | will announce to everyone 
our circumstances tomorrow during dinner." 


"What? Wait!" Eren called after him, he still had so many questions 
circling his brain, no idea what was going on. The only thing he was 
clear of was the fact he was outside the walls, the one thing he and 
Armin had always dreamed of. 


Dumbledore didn't reply nor turn around, he continued walking and 
through the double doors. Madame Pomfrey returned almost 
immediately. 


"My, that took a while didn't it?" She asked. She was wheeling a 
small trolley over. "| expect you're hungry, come on, sit up here and 
eat." She began fluffing some cushions up on his bed, propping them 
up neatly for him. 


"Yes, ma'am," Eren replied quietly as he got up onto the bed, he felt 
uneasy as showing her respect like this but the strange foods before 
him looked delicious. He found himself quickly regaining the appetite 
that he'd thought lost in the earlier confusion. 


"Eren." A familiarly sharp, though groggy, voice cut through the thin 
veil of darkness of the darkened room. It was night-time and a single 
dimming candle left by Madame Pomfrey was all that allowed them 
to see each other. "Are you awake?" 


"Levi! You're awake!" Eren sat upright in his bed, looking over to his 
Captain. 


Levi tutted, "address me more formally, brat." He all but growled out, 
seemingly back to his normal self. Eren, slightly flustered, quickly 
rectified his mistake. 


“Captain Levi, sir, I'm glad you've finally woken up!" 


"Where are we?" His tone of voice demanded an answer, though 
Eren wasn't really sure what to say. 


"Apparently we're in a school. The headmaster came by to talk to 
me. Said we're in the continent of Europe, the United Kingdom and 
the country of Scotland. | have no idea where any of that is but we're 
definitely outside the walls now, sir." 


"Outside the walls?" Levi blanched at the information, clearly not 
expecting it, "what did you do?" 


"| didn't do anything, sir! The... headmaster said it was something he 
did..." 


Levi huffed, then looked down at himself and suddenly noticed that 
he wasn't wearing his own clothes. "Eren. Where are my clothes? 
These are disgusting." He picked at the white shirt he was wearing. 


"Oh, those, I-| don't actually know. The nurse here told me we're 
wearing student uniform or something. She said something about 
fitting in 'cause their ministry or whatever was here," Eren explained 
as best he could, not entirely sure about the reasoning himself. 


"Well where is the nurse, | want my damn clothes back!" Levi 
argued, "I'm not going to sit here wearing a shitty school uniform!" 


"| don't know, sir, she'll probably be back in the morning." 


"Whatever," Levi spat, and Eren noticed how pallid his skin looked. 
He still looked ragged and worn out, it was easy to forget that Eren 
healed so much faster than everyone else sometimes. "I'm going to 
sleep, don't bother me." 


"One more thing, Captain Levi, sir," Eren made sure to sound very 
respectful in hopes his chances of Levi getting mad for disturbing 
him straight away would be diminished. 


"What is it you brat, you scared or something?" 


"N-no!" Eren said defensively, "I just thought you should know that 
tomorrow the headmaster said he's announcing to the entire school 
we're here. We might have to go with him. That's all." 


"Right." Levi nodded, "now leave me alone." Eren bit down on his 
frustration, knowing that being like this was Levi's way of dealing 
with things. Levi was probably thinking similar things to Eren right 
now, going through the same cycle of shock he had, but not wanting 
to say anything. 


Eren attempted to relax as Levi lay down and settled with his eyes 
closed once again but it was to no avail. Tomorrow everyone here 
would know about him. It made Eren feel vulnerable and exposed 


despite how brashly he and Levi had made their entrance into this 
place in the first place. Eventually though, Eren managed to close 
his eyes with a heavy sigh and fall into an uneasy sleep. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Three 


The atmosphere at Hogwarts was undeniably tense. For starters, 
Professor Dumbledore had called for an unexpected meeting that all 
students and staff must attend, and secondly no-one knew what it 
was about-though Harry was very certain that this was going to be 
linked to the outlandish events of a few days ago. 


Harry was sat at the bare Gryffindor table near the front of the Hall, 
with Ron and Hermione, and silently awaited the headmaster. The 
Hall was filled with people whispering, speculating over the strange 
people who fell from the ceiling here, and contemplating what this 
meeting would be about. The muttering didn't quieten until 
Dumbledore emerged, taking his place before his usual podium, his 
hands tightly gripping the sides of it. 


"Welcome," he began, "to the assembly. Now, rather than beat 
around the bush, as some might say, | think we'll get right into what 
must be discussed. Please pay very close attention as it is 
something that may well affect all of you in this very room." He 
paused. "Il presume that you all remember the events that occurred 
on your first day back? It was the unexpected appearance of two 
strange people, and it is these people that | wish to discuss. | cannot 
share much information surrounding them but | can tell you this, they 
are not from around here, so please keep that in mind." 


"Where d'you think they're from then?" Ron whispered to Hermione, 
who was seated beside him. Harry was listening but didn't 
acknowledge that Ron had spoken, keeping his attention on 
Dumbledore as though he were afraid he might miss something vital 
if he looked away for too long. 


"Any minute now, our guests will be arriving here. They're currently 
on their way from the Hospital Wing, accompanied by Madame 


Pomfrey. Please treat them with respect, and | shall introduce them 
properly when they arrive." 


Eren was glad to finally be leaving the Hospital Wing, although it 
wasn't small by any stretch of imagination Eren didn't like being 
cooped up in the same unfamiliar place for such long periods of time. 
It really made him feel like a prisoner. He didn't understand why 
Madame Pomfrey had made him stay there anyways, he was more 
than capable of movement, and he'd healed himself within the first 
few hours of being there. Even Levi seemed to be doing a lot better 
than Eren thought he would be considering the extent of his injuries. 
They must have pretty effective medical training here, Eren 
presumed, or something of the sort. 


The walk from the Hospital Wing to the Great Hall kind of reminded 
Eren a lot of the walk from his cell to his hearing some time ago, the 
atmosphere and surroundings were similar, although this time he 
didn't have Hanji jabbering down his ear the entire time. Instead, he 
and Levi were walking in silence, led by Madame Pomfrey. 


"Right we are then, here we go." Madame Pomfrey announced, 
standing before another large set of double doors. Eren and Levi 
came to a halt slightly behind her. 


"This is the Great Hall?" Levi asked, looking towards the doors, his 
face unreadable. 


"Yes, you just need to walk right in there and go and stand with the 
headmaster. I'll walk you up, not to worry, alright?" Madame Pomfrey 
then braced her aged hands upon the smooth wood of each of the 
doors before giving them a hefty push. The doors both began to 
open and Eren and Levi could see nothing but faces staring back at 
them, the room was utterly packed with students. It made Eren feel 
slightly uncomfortable, although now wearing his own clothing again 
after a long discussion with Madame Pomfrey, he was without 
weapons and felt very vulnerable. 


Eren steeled himself as he began to walk alongside Levi towards the 
front of the Hall, keeping his gaze level and trying to ignore the 
whispers and gasps, the hundreds of pairs of eyes boring into him- 
this wasn't the first time Eren had experienced this kind of feeling. 
Nevertheless, nervousness lodged itself in Eren's stomach, making 
him feel nauseatingly sick, and he gave into the overpowering urge 
to look around. Students all dressed in the same black uniform 
stared at him, each organised onto one of four long tables. He 
glanced up at the ceiling and saw grey clouds above him, which was 
incredibly confusing and disorientating. How the hell did they do 
that? Was there actually no ceiling at all? Was he really looking at 
the sky or was this all some clever illusion? 


Upon reaching Dumbledore, they received warm smiles and were 
gestured over to stand near him, Madame Pomfrey walking past 
them to sit at what appeared to be the staff table. Eren looked out 
into the sea of faces, most were confused, a couple were smirking, 
and a platinum-blond boy sitting out at the furthest table was 
sneering at them. 


"And now it is time to introduce our guests," Dumbledore announced, 
"Eren Yaeger and Professor Levi Ackerman. They are here from a 
foreign school specialising in magical creatures and are now here to 
study and explore, please respect their wishes and give them space 
to do so. | do not want them being swarmed when they have only 
just arrived," 


Eren saw Levi cringe ever-so-slightly at the lie being told. He wasn't 
happy with this at all. After pausing to allow the words to sink in, 
Dumbledore continued. "Eren will be attending classes of his choice 
to get a feel for how Hogwarts works and so will Professor Levi, so 
that he can get a feel for the teaching style we have here and can 
complete research into learning acquisition in students. | do believe 
that this is all the information you need to know for now, so please, 
enjoy this breakfast as a treat for your patience and understanding!" 
As Dumbledore concluded, he brought out what Eren could only 
presume was a wand and, with a quick flick of his wrist, plates and 


dishes, cutlery and food magically presented itself upon the once- 
bare tables. 


"What the..." Eren mumbled under his breath, his eyes widening 
almost comically. All attention was briefly lifted from the two of them 
as the students took in the sight and smell of the feast before them. 


"Please, feel free to join any table you'd so like and be sure to enjoy 
a wonderful breakfast." Dumbledore leaned towards them as he 
spoke, "now, | must be going to my office, please ask one of the 
students to escort you to me once you have eaten. That is all." Then, 
with another smile and a gentle pat on the shoulder each, much to 
Levi's displeasure, Dumbledore departed, his robes billowing at his 
feet as he walked. 


Eren and Levi paused, looking at each other for a moment before 
turning their attention to the Hall in search of a seat. The majority of 
the places were taken, and neither of them really wanted to sit in the 
middle of a rowdy bunch of students. So instead, they opted for the 
nearest seats available, at the end of a table coated in a friendly 
warmth of red and gold. Eren noticed a black haired boy with round 
glasses drinking in their every move as they advanced towards the 
table. It would have been unnerving if Eren was anyone else. 


"Hey," Eren raised his hand slightly in a half-wave, "could we sit 
here?" He gestured to the open seats, not addressing anyone in 
particularly. Without waiting for an answer, Levi abruptly threw 
himself down onto the seat opposite the one Eren was standing at, 
finding himself beside a red-haired boy stuffing his mouth full of food. 
Eren followed suit and sat down too, though more gently than Levi 
had, next to the glasses-clad boy. 


"Bloody ‘ell!" The red-head gasped as he dropped a handful of what 
looked to be bacon and clutched his chest in fright, not having seen 
Levi approaching before he'd sat down. The boy turned to look at 
Levi and was met with a sharp glare. Eren watched as Levi turned 
away and moved slightly further away from him with an air of 
indignation. 


Turning his attention to the food, Eren was reluctant to try any. He'd 
never seen half of the stuff that was there, and if he had it was 
considered a luxury inside the walls. And besides, it had just 
appeared out of nowhere, was this even safe to eat? Was it actual 
food? Eren continued staring at it until he was interrupted. 


"It's not poisoned you know, you can have some." The dark-haired 
boy sitting next to him said. "I'm Harry, by the way. Harry Potter." 


"Nice, I'm Eren. Um, sorry but what is this stuff?" Eren asked 
cautiously, tilting his head to the side slightly. He was a little puzzled 
by the expecting look on Harry's face, as though he was expecting 
Eren to say something more, but he ignored it. 


"It's... cereal?" Harry replied, almost as though he was questioning 
himself. "And, uh, bacon, too." 


A bushy-haired girl with brown eyes spoke up from her place next to 
the red-haired boy, "Harry, you sound so disrespectful when you say 
it like that!" 


"VU he" 


"My name's Hermione, and this pig stuffing his face is Ron," she 
stretched her arm over the table and Eren awkwardly shook her 
hand. 


"Well, where I'm from we just kinda have... porridge | guess," Eren 
explained, shrugging his shoulders and looking at the assortment 
before him. 


"Doesn't that get boring?" Ron asked after he swallowed another 
mouthful of food. 


"| mean we don't really get much of a choice." 


"Then eat this!" Ron pushed the deep bowl filled with strips of bacon 
towards him. Eren cautiously moved his hand towards the offering, 


and Eren took a single strip of the meat. He lifted it to his mouth and 
his eyes widened as the taste instantly rushed over his tongue. 


"Captain Levi, sir, you have to try this!" 


Levi tutted, "| don't want any. Besides, God knows how many people 
have had their filthy hands in that bowl." He gave a pointed glare in 
Ron's direction before propping his arms up on the table and looking 
around without moving anything but his eyes. He locked his fingers 
over and rested his lower face behind them, his nose just touching 
the bridge his fingers made. This was a position Eren had seen him 
take up many times before when in contemplation. 


"Captain?" Hermione furrowed her eyebrows as she leaned around 
Ron to look at Levi, "Captain of what? Aren't you a teacher?" 


"Yes." Levi bit out. He wasn't happy in the slightest with his new 
fagade. Chewing on a bit of bacon, Eren corrected himself. 


"Right, sorry, Professor Levi, sir." Eren hadn't meant to it to humiliate 
Levi, but he was delivered a sharp kick in the shin, discreetly given 
from Levi under the table, all the same. 


Many bacon strips and a couple of reluctantly eaten pieces of toast 
later, breakfast was over and a large proportion of students had 
already left to prepare for their first lessons of the day. Hermione was 
constantly reminding Harry and Ron that they needed to be going 
soon. 


™Mione, we'll go in a minute!" Ron stressed, obviously not wanting to 
get up. Eren mentally reminded himself that he and Levi needed to 
go see Dumbledore before they did anything else. 


"C'mon Ron, Hermione's right, we need to get going," Harry agreed. 
Levi stood from his seat and dusted his Survey Corps cloak off 
before dusting the rest of himself off too. Eren then stood too, asking 
Harry if he could show them to Dumbledore's office before they go. 


"Yeah, sure, we can go now if you want." Harry answered, "you 
coming Ron?" 


"Yeah, | got nothing better to do." 


Hermione sighed, "I guess I'll come along too then, I've already got 
my thing organized back in my dorm." She stood up from her seat 
alongside Ron and Harry. The five of them began making their ways 
out of the Great Hall and, almost like déja vu, many of the remaining 
students turned to stare again, muttering things that sounded 
suspiciously like Harry's name. 


Before they could leave, the scowling platinum-blond boy from 
before blocked their path. He sneered at Harry before turning his 
attention to Eren and Levi. 


"| don't know what you're doing with these pathetic freaks." He said 
as means of greetings, "My name's Malfoy, Draco Malfoy, |I-" 


"Get out my way kid. | don't care who you are." Levi interrupted 
bluntly, pushing past him. As they entered the bustling corridor, Eren 
watched as Levi subtly slipped back behind Harry, Ron, and 
Hermione upon realising that he didn't know his way around the 
school. 


"What was that all about?" Eren asked Harry, who was leading the 
way. Harry turned his head slightly to the side as he replied. 


"Nobody that you need to worry about, just stay away from Malfoy, 
his father's in close contact with the Ministry. And you don't want to 
mix with them, trust me." Eren hummed in response. To him, that 
Draco kid just looked like a spoiled brat. They continued to walk in 
silence for a few more minutes before Ron just suddenly couldn't 
stay quiet any longer. 


"Aren't those uncomfortable?" He asked Eren and Levi, both of them 
confused by the sudden question. 


"What?" Levi asked. 


"All those straps | mean, they look uncomfortable. What're they for 
anyways?" 


"Nothing you need to worry about." Was Levi's curt answer. 


"Oh. Okay then." Ron awkwardly lapsed back into silence, already 
able to tell that it was best to wallow in confusion than ask or argue 
with Levi. 


"There you are!" Came a sudden greeting. It was Dumbledore. "! 
was beginning to think that you'd forgotten to come to me!" 


"We were just on our way, Headmaster." Eren supplied respectfully 
despite his wariness of this man. 


"| was just on my to fetch you personally but it now seems that won't 
be necessary." He turned to see who their escorts were and sighed, 
"| should have known it would be you three. Off to lesson now, 
though, you don't want to ruin your attendance before you even 
finish your first week," 


"Okay Professor, we'll be going now." Hermoine politely replied, 
"c'mon." she whispered to her friends, who were hesitant to leave. 
Once they were gone, Dumbledore turned to them. 


"Now then, let's get going. We have some things to discuss." 


In many ways, Dumbledore's office resembled a small old-fashioned 
library. Stacks upon stacks of ancient-looking books and documents 
were piled haphazardly on the floor; hundreds were organised onto 
towering bookshelves. Around the room and above the shelves, 
portraits and paintings lined the walls, each one looked to contain its 
own piece of history. 


The owner of the office was seated in a large, well-used armchair 
behind a much disorganised desk. It seemed that the books had 
invaded that space too. Eren and Levi were currently seated in 
comfortable chairs that had been set out for them before they got 
there, on the opposite side of the desk. 


"First things first," Dumbledore began, "I've been told to inform you 
both that your weaponry is being taken to the Gryffindor Boy's 
dorms, which is the house myself and Madame Pomfrey feel that 
you'll both be best suited to in the meantime. | apologise for any 
inconvenience but for the time being you are both going to have to 
sleep in the dormitories. Once we have a spare room sorted out for 
you, you can opt to reside there." 


"Isn't Gryffindor the house that Harry, Ron and Hermione are in?" 
Eren asked, sure that he remembered something about that. 


"Yes, that is quite right, all three of them were sorted into that house 
in their first year. You should be quite alright in Gryffindor, though if 
there happens to be any problems, please do not hesitate to contact 
me. Now, before | get into any details, | must give you both these." 
Dumbledore fumbled with a lock to one of the drawers lining the 
inside of his desk before pulling it open and pulling two shiny 
pendant necklaces out. 


"What are those?" Eren asked as Dumbledore held each object up in 
a different hand. He was holding what looked to be two necklaces, 
each had a shiny silver chain and held a small square of what looked 
like a crystal of some sort in a decorative silver frame. The jewellery 
didn't look like anything that Eren had ever seen anyone wear 
before. 


"| must ask you both to wear one of these at all times whilst inside 
Hogwarts or any other magic residence," Dumbledore told them as 
he handed the jewellery over. Levi turned his nose up at the idea of 
wearing what looked to be a women's accessory. "This is infused 
with magic, it will allow you to see all the wonders that we magic folk 


see as well as take the pressure that magic can cause away from 
your bodies." 


"Magic isn't real. It's an illusion. So why am | wearing this shit?" Levi 
held the necklace as though it were laced with poison. 


"Ah, | am sorry to disagree Mr Ackerman, but magic is most 
definitely real. How on Earth could you explain how all that food 
appeared in the Great Hall otherwise?" 


"An illusion. Prove to me that magic is real." Rather than take 
offence, Dumbledore simply drew his wand and pointed it to the 
necklace before softly speaking. 


" Wingardium Leviosa ." And with that, the necklace floated high up 
into the air before gently coming back down and dropped itself over 
Levi's head, resting around his neck. "That, my dear friend, was 
magic." 


"But how..." Eren interrupted with his own gasp of amazement. "How 
do you do that?" 


"Magic. Some folk are born with it, some without. | am afraid, being a 
muggle, which is the non-magical folk; you won't be able to perform 
it. Not even with these bewitched necklaces. Now, please, put yours 
on and you'll instantly feel the difference." He urged, and Eren 
quickly obeyed. 


As soon as the red jewel came to rest against his chest he felt an 
intense feeling of calm wash over him, it was almost unreal. Once 
the unusual calm went away, Eren found himself feeling a lot more 
like himself again, he could think clearly. 


"I'm sorry for the way | acted yesterday, Professor," Eren apologised 
suddenly, feeling slightly guilty. Dumbledore raised a hand to stop 
him. 


"There really is no need to apologize, that's just what | get for coming 
to talk to you when you have only just woken from unconsciousness. 
Not to mention the stress your body was probably under from all the 
magic energy, | suppose Poppy used magic to attempt to heal you 
both too... Anyways, do not worry about it, these necklaces should 
help with the magic hassle. Now, though, it's the least | can do after 
what has happened. 


"What're you on about?" Levi asked. Eren felt like hitting himself, 
he'd forgotten to explain to Levi what Dumbledore had told him. 


"Ah, you were still unconscious when | explained this to Eren. You 
see, the reason you and Eren are here is the result of a foolish 
mistake | made. It is my fault that this has happened." 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Four 


"This is... all your fault? What is all your fault?" Levi leaned forwards 
in his seat, seemingly far more interested in the conversation than he 
had been to start with. 


"I'm not sure exactly how to explain this but, first of all. Do you 
remember how exactly you got here?" Dumbledore asked, almost 
sounding like he was trying to avoid the inevitable. Eren felt nervous 
and on edge, and couldn't help the resurgence of anger at what he 
knew Dumbledore was about to say. 


"Of course | remember. But how could you have anything to do with 
that ?" 


"That's the thing, Levi, the monster that attempted to devour you was 
sent to your world by me." Dumbledore looked as though he were 
about to follow through with an explanation, but of course Levi didn't 
give him a chance, not after what he'd just heard. 


"Why the hell did you send the damn thing to us?" He seethed. 


"| assure you, I, and the other staff involve in the operation, had 
absolutely no idea that people still resided within the area you're 
from. If we had known, we definitely wouldn't have sent the number 
of beasts we did over to where you're from. | am truly sorry for any 
problems we may have caused but they were threatening our school 
and magic didn't seem to affect them in any way-" 


"So that makes it all okay, doesn't it?! A little sorry makes up for the 
destruction and tragedy they've caused! That you've caused!" Eren 
had never seen Levi lose it like this. But it was entirely 
understandable; Eren could also feel the anger threatening to boil 
over. If it wasn't for this man's careless mistake, his mother may still 


be alive, the walls needn't have been build, and human kind could 
live in peace. 


"Please, calm down, I'm sure if we collaborate we may be able to 
find a solution." Dumbledore argued, his voice wasn't raised and he 
sounded rather casual, it was clear he had no idea how much 
damage to titans had caused. "Surely they can't have caused that 
much damage, they're unintelligent beings and, besides, the world is 
a large place and less than thirty have been sent over in the past 
twenty years." 


And with that, Levi lost control. 


Within the blink of an eye, he'd bolted up from his seat and slammed 
both of his hands down onto Dumbledore's desk. The loud bang that 
followed filled the room with a thick tension. 


"Do you even know what those bastards are capable of?! Those 
sadistic shits kill for the fun of it! Countless soldiers, countless 
comrades, countless friends and family members are all dead 
because some stupid mistake you made in your half-assed attempt 
to get rid of the titans!" Levi snarled, his eyes cold and hard and 
gleaming in hatred. Dumbledore seemed to pale as fair as his beard. 
He didn't seem to know what they were capable of after all. "Didn't it 
ever occur to you to check to see if people were living in the damn 
area you were dumping your problems on?" Fuming, Levi's breaths 
because haggard as he threw himself back down into the chair and 
looked at the professor with utmost disgust. Regardless of whether 
or not Levi regretted losing his temper like that, it sure had let 
Dumbledore in on the horrifying severity of the situation. 


"|... | was not aware it was... quite that bad." He put his head down 
into his hands as he thought. It was Eren's turn to jump in now and 
he didn't care how guilty he made Dumbledore feel. 


"Professor, humanity is on the brink of extinction! You haven't seen 
what they can do! And while less than thirty may seem like a small 
number to you, just one titan could kill more than fifty people ina 


day! They don't have to eat or drink to survive, they just keep living!" 
Eren stressed. 


"| will gather as much information on the titans as | can. | will try 
anything in my power to help you and your world out. Please, | can't 
express just how sorry | am for the catastrophic events that have 
taken place, | can only imagine the horrors you both must have 
faced..." 


Levi rose to his feet, "if that's all, we'll be going now." He stated 
sharply. "Eren, let's go." 


"Yes sir." Eren respectfully followed the order, struggling to relax his 
voice or face. 


"Wait a second!" Dumbledore held up a roll of parchment, "take this, 
you'll need it to find your way around. Harry is in this classroom," he 
unrolled the parchment and pointed to a large room seemingly in the 
lower levels of the school, "if you wish to attend a lesson." 


"What class is it?" Eren asked shortly. 


"Potions. With Professor Severus Snape. Potions contains little 
magical influence in comparison to most other subjects, other than 
ingredients, so you should both be find should you choose to 
attend." 


"We'll go. It's not like we have anything better to do." Levi took the 
map from Eren's hands and gave it a look-over himself. He glared at 
Dumbledore a final time before making his way towards the exit. 


"Oh, and be warned, the stairs move!" 


"Let me take a look at it sir," Eren gestured towards the map Levi 
was currently trying to decipher. With a tut of disapproval, Levi 
looked up from the thin parchment roll and at the deserted hallway 
again, muttering inaudible things under his breath as he went. 


Neither of them knew how much time had passed before they 
eventually found the classroom they were looking for. 


"It looks like this is it." Levi stated bluntly. The door before them was 
old and damp, maybe even mouldy. There was a rather peculiar 
smell wafting from inside the room and Eren could faintly hear a 
voice droning on. Knocking once, Levi pushed the door open. 


As they walked inside, as usual, all eyes turned to watch them. The 
classroom was dark and illuminated by candles-it was quickly 
becoming eerie with the current silence. The lack of windows 
reminded Eren of his prison cell. The professor, Snape, began 
walking towards them. His black robes billowed out behind him and 
maintained distrustful eye contact with them both. 


"Can | help you?" Snape asked coldly, his voice echoing slightly in 
the cave-like room. Levi crossed his arms tightly and watched him 
closely. 


"We were send by Professor Dumbledore... Sir." Eren added the last 
word as an afterthought. He had to remember he was under the 
guise of a student here. 


"You two must be the... mysterious strangers that showed up on the 
first night." Snape stated. It was essentially common knowledge by 
this point. "Very well. Please, take a seat." Snape said almost rudely. 
It didn't appear that Snape was all that impressed with them. 


The only seats available in the classroom were at the very front, near 
a group of students wearing uniform consisting of black and dark 
green. Amongst them was the stuck-up Malfoy. Eren began making 
his way over to the seats, catching sight of the strange text books 
the students were taking notes from. They were overly thick and 
contained knowledge on different types of potions and ingredients. It 
looked confusing. 


"You'll be needing these." The professor flicked what must have 
been his wand and two of the text books floated down the middle of 


the aisle, where the tables parted, and landed with a soft pat on their 
wooden desks. Sitting down, Eren marvelled at what he'd just 
witnessed, looking the book over from different angles to see if he 
could find something that would make it move like that. The other 
students took absolutely no notice, as though flying books were a 
regular thing. 


"What a load of crap," Levi muttered disdainfully, flicking through the 
battered and slightly burned pages of the textbook. Eren had to 
admit that despite the small interest the book held, when was he 
ever going to need to know how many Mandrake roots to put ina 
Pepperup Potion? 


"Excuse me, Professor, but would you care to repeat?" Snape glared 
at Levi from his place in front of their desks. Eren had never even 
noticed him standing there. Eren supposed Snape fancied himself to 
be unnerving. He wasn't. 


"| said that this is an utter load of crap." Levi glared back, snapping 
the textbook shut. Snape leaned his hands onto the desk as the two 
of them engaged in a sort of staring match. Some students faintly 
giggled at the standoff. 


Snape narrowed his eyes, "| would appreciate it if you didn't use 
such language in my classroom." 


"We're both professors here," Levi countered, "I don't need to take 
orders from you." Snape glowered at him, and, after a few tense 
moments, Snape moved away to continue teaching his lesson. 


"Bloody hell," Ron gawked in respect, "that professor Ackerman has 
some nerves! He scares me more than Snape does!" Harry rolled his 
eyes at Ron's commentary. 


"Ron, I'd get back to work if | were you!" Hermione urged from her 
seat adjacent to Harry and Ron's. 


"Why?" Hermoine was about to reply when she quickly looked back 
to her own notes, a sinking feeling in Ron's stomach gave everything 
away. 


"Yes... Why should you get back to work, Weasly?" A rough hand 
shoved his head down to look at his textbook and Ron almost 
yelped. "Five points from Gryffindor." Snape droned before walking 
away. Scowling at the professor's back, Ron rubbed the back of his 
head. He picked up his quill and was about to resume writing when 
Snape's unfriendly voice suddenly sneered out. 


"Why exactly aren't you doing any work?" He'd stopped behind 
Eren's table. Ron peered around the other students until he got a 
good view of what was happening. 


Elbowing Harry in the ribs, Ron whispered, "Harry look! Snape's 
moved on to Eren now. D'you think he's like Professor Ackerman?" 


"| dunno. What was Eren doing?" Harry replied, clueless, also 
straining to see what was going on. Anything would be more 
entertaining than making notes from a textbook. Ron shrugged. 
From what he could see, Eren was sitting with the side of his right 
hand pressed against his lips, his elbow resting on the table, looking 
to be thinking about something. Snape snapped him out of it, and 
Eren opened his mouth to say something in his defence when Snape 
cut him off by attempting to shove his head down to the textbook, the 
same as he did with Harry and Ron. Ron was confused, Snape didn't 
generally do that to others, why was he doing it to Eren? 


Ron then watched in surprise as Levi's face showed a sudden flash 
of emotion, his eyes widening as he pulled Eren's hand away from 
his mouth before he could accidentally bite it. 

"Why'd he do that?" Harry asked as he settled back in his seat. 


"Maybe he just didn't want him to hurt himself?" Ron's response was 
more question than answer. 


"| mean, | dunno but he looked scared for a moment." Ron knew 
what Harry meant. Looking at Levi now, he was back to his 
emotionless cover, though something seemed off. Even Eren looked 
relieved when Levi said something rude to Snape to make him leave. 
Ron leaned back in his chair. Maybe he and Harry were just 
overthinking it all. They had a tendency to do that. 


"Be more careful of where you put your hands, brat." Levi snapped in 
a whispered voice so that attention wouldn't be drawn to them. 


"I'm sorry, sir, | wasn't thinking.” He muttered. Levi sighed, that 
could've been disastrous. Even though the chances of Eren 
transforming were very slim it was a risk he wasn't willing to take. 
Eren needed a clear goal in mind to transform, but when he was 
thinking that deeply he could do for all Levi knew. Either way, Levi 
made a mental note to ensure that Eren's skills, powers, whatever 
they'd be called over here remained a secret. It would only 
overcomplicate things if that information got out. 


All of this pretending was starting to give Levi a headache. Thinking 
of all the things he was going to have to hide from people. He 
presumed that only Dumbledore and whoever else was involved in 
this stupid operation would know the truth. But even then they 
wouldn't know the entire truth, and it was kind of pointless to explain 
it anyways. There was no benefit to either party. 


Looking around, Levi noticed that a couple of the students were 
beginning to pack their quills and parchment away now. Granted 
they'd arrived halfway through the lesson, but it had dragged on fora 
much longer time than he'd of liked. Levi pushed his unused 
equipment away, aware that he wasn't doing a very good job of a 
professor observing students, and stood to leave. He checked that 
the map of the school was still tucked into one of the straps of his 
uniform. It was. The map was concealed by Levi's jacket so that no- 
one could question him about it-not that they would anyways. 


Gazing out of the common room window, Eren watched as some 
birds flew past and then out into the distance. From the window, he 
could see part of the Hogwarts grounds and, even though the 
weather was a little drizzly and cold, everything outside appeared 
beautiful to him. An unfamiliar sensation of freedom washed over 
him and he wanted to mention it to Levi but thought better than to 
disturb him from where he was reading a hefty book he'd found in 
the library about magical creatures. 


Eren couldn't work out whether Levi was reading it to gather 
information about titans or to give them a little background on the 
subject the both of them had supposedly specialised in in their 
previous school . Either way, it looked a lot more interesting than that 
potions rubbish. It was safe to say that neither of them learned 
anything in that lesson. 


After that disastrous potions lesson, the two of them had decided to 
find their way to the Gryffindor common room to check to see if their 
Gear was there and, after many wrong turns and reluctantly asked 
directions, they'd found their way. A little after that, Eren had headed 
to the library to look through some material whilst Levi decided to 
have a walk around the school and get a feel for where everything 
was. The last thing either of them wanted was to wind up getting 
lost... again. Meeting up only to get their dinner and tea, Eren and 
Levi had each made their way back to the common room separately. 
Levi had then picked out a book from the pile of six that Eren had 
gathered. Four of the books were linked to Magical Creatures, one 
was about Hogwarts itself, and the sixth was an interesting 
something about 'Transfigurations'’. 


Having been completely immersed in his thoughts, Eren almost fell 
from his window seat when the raucous noise of students bustled 
through the door. It seemed the Gryffindors had finished their 
lessons for the day. Many of the students went directly upstairs to 
the dorms but quite a few stayed downstairs. Neither Eren nor Levi 
made a move to get out of the way. Harry, Ron, and Hermione made 
a beeline towards them, it looked like they'd made some friends. 


Hermione sat on a stool near Eren and placed her heavy-looking bag 
down on the floor with a tired sigh, Ron flopped down boneless into 
one of the large armchairs on the other side of Eren. Harry was 
about to drag a chair over from the other side of the room, since 
everywhere else was taken, when Eren considerately swung his legs 
off the seat he was stretched out on and shuffled up to make room. 
Harry mumbled his thanks and sat down. They sat in a comfortable 
silence for a few moments before Eren looked around and scratched 
his head thoughtfully. 


"| never knew it'd get this packed." 

"Tell me about it!" Hermione agreed, "with this many people it can be 
so hard to get anything done!" She fumbled with the edge of her skirt 
and Eren smiled a little, Hermione seemed to be a worrier. 


"Hey, any of you know what time it is?" Eren yawned. 


Harry glanced down at his watch, "oh, um, it's about seven." He 
supplied. "Where're you sleeping? Has Dumbledore told you?" 


Eren hummed, "yeah, me and Professor Ackerman are sleeping 
here for a couple days while they sort a room out for us or 
something.” 


"Hang on, the Professors sleeping here?" 
"Yeah," Eren nodded, "why? Is that a problem?" 


Ron pulled a face, "it's just... A teacher in the room is weird." Ron 
glanced over at Levi, who was paying very little attention. 


"| was wondering, how old are you? You don't seem much older than 
us." Hermione asked. Eren turned to face her as he replied. 


"Sixteen, why how old are you?" 


"Fifteen." Hermione sounded almost proud of her age. The four of 
them continued their small talk for longer than Eren had intended, as 


he'd sat talking with them he'd begun to feel relaxed and at ease. It 
was nice to be able to sit and not worry about being called out to 
fight, worrying about whether you and your friends would still be alive 
at the same time tomorrow. Eren felt a pang of guilt, unable to brush 
aside thoughts of what could be happening back home. Here he 
was, living in luxury and back home his friends could be fighting for 
their lives. 


Eventually, it was time to retire for the night and Eren couldn't have 
been happier. He stood up and stretched his aching back, wincing as 
his bones popped. He walked over to where Levi was still lying on 
the sofa and stood almost to attention. Eren found that he was 
forcing himself not to salute. Habits really did die hard. 


"Cap- Professor Le-Ackerman, sir, we have to go and find our room 
now. Harry and Ron told me we'll probably be in the same one as 
them." Eren mentally berated himself for slipping up twice, Levi 
glowered at him. 


"Whatever." He swing his legs off the sofa and dog-eared the page 
of the book, tucking it under his arm and following Eren, Harry, and 
Ron up to the dorm. Hermione had already said her goodnights and 
left for the girls' dorms. The stairs leading to the higher floors were 
narrow and awkward to walk up in their group, reminding Eren of the 
Survey Corps base even more. 


"Well this is it..." Ron trailed off as he opened the old wooden door. It 
creaked loudly, as though in need of oiling, and the floorboard 
groaned under their weight. Eren noticed Harry's immediate change 
in disposition when they walked inside. He seemed more on-edge 
and alert. 


There were seven beds inside the room, which looked strange and 
slightly distorted. "Huh. Dumbledore must've made the room bigger 
or something." Ron said to himself. 


"Yeah | think you and the professor are sleeping here," Harry 
confirmed. 


"Okay then, where are the professor and | going to-" 


"Oi!" Levi cut Eren off with a sharp yell. Eren was confused for a 
moment but then the familiar clinking of metal immediately brought 
his attention to the further part of the room. Which is where three 
boys sat crowded around the furthest bed, four large metal boxes 
lying between them. 


"Hey!" Eren exclaimed, marching past Harry and Ron and towards 
the boys messing with their 3DMG. Unfortunately for them, Levi was 
quicker. 


"Get your filthy hands off that! Give them here you little bastards!" He 
growled. The effect was instant, all three boys jumping away like 
frightened animals. Luckily they hadn't drawn the swords; they must 
have only just discovered the Gear. 


"W-we're s-sorry Professor!" A brunette boy squeaked, running back 
to his bed. Both Eren and Levi took their Gear back into possession 
before checking it over. Levi took the furthest bed and Eren took the 
one next to him. 


"Are you sure you're a professor?" One of the students asked Levi 
bravely, he had a different accent to the others, Eren noted. 


"What's your name?" Levi ordered. 
"Seamus Finnigan, Sir." Seamus replied. 


"Well, Seamus," Levi began darkly, his hand twitching around the 
handle to one of his swords, "if | wasn't a professor, don't you think 
I'd already have one of these blades pointed at your throat for 
touching them?" Although his voice remained steady, Seamus had 
been shocked into silence. Levi slowly drew one of the swords, just 
for emphasis, pretending to check it over before sheathing it again. 


Eren wished Levi hadn't done that, it would only arouse more 
questions. It wasn't like him to be so impulsive. But for the time 


being, at least the other students were leaving them alone. Levi 
harshly drew the curtains around his bed, he couldn't be happy at 
having to share a room with a bunch of kids. Eren hoped they'd be 
out of this whole mess soon. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Five 


Titans were everywhere, consuming everything and everyone they 
could get their blood-smeared hands on. Wall Maria had been 
breached and titans were streaming in with their chilling smiles as 
though they were coming home. It was a blood-bath. A woman, a 
mother, was lifted from the rubble crushing her by the hands of death 
and there was a sickening crunch as teeth tore through her body, 
swallowing her down in two gulps. 


Endless training and a suicide mission, friends being ripped apart 
and flung aside like their lives meant nothing. 


Eren reached out and saved Armin in the nick of time, his arm being 
bitten away as he tried to escape fate. 


A thick heat stifled him inside the Titan's stomach and mangled 
bodies floated around him. 


And then it was fighting; mentally, physically, verbally, fighting. More 
Fighting. It just never ended. A titan turned to looked at him and a 
hand grabbed him from the ground, his ribs cracked in its grasp. Two 
rows of daggered teeth were coming up to meet him, closer and 
closer until- 


" Eren!" The titan was... talking? Eren continued to struggle, far 
more concerned with making it out alive. Half of his body entered the 
mouth and he screamed out as the pressure of the teeth grew to 
pain as his skin was pierced and- 


"Eren!" Eren felt a hand on his shoulder and shot upright, kicking the 
intruder away as adrenaline trembled through his veins. He heard a 
loud exclamation of pain and Eren clutched his stomach where the 

titan's teeth would have been in the nightmare. Panting, Eren raised 


his eyes to find himself the centre of attention, the other boys in the 
dorm staring wide-eyed at him. 


He recognised the three boys who touched his Gear, one of them, 
Seamus, was muttering something under his breath with a scowl. 
Even Levi had drawn back one of the curtains around his bed and 
was watching him closely, like he was communicating a silent 
warning to not do anything odd. Levi, apparently, still hadn't 
abolished the idea of Eren transforming in his sleep. 


Catching his panting breath, Eren began to calm down under the 
realisation that he'd had a nightmare. His sweat-soaked clothes 
clung to him uncomfortably and his hair was matted to his forehead. 


"Bloody ‘ell mate," Ron groaned as he picked himself up off the floor, 
"you kick bloomin' hard you do." Eren felt guilty that it was Ron he'd 
attacked. 


"Sorry Ron." Eren mumbled, looking away from Ron and down into 
his blanket-covered lap. Ron shook his head and smiled slightly, 
clearly pushing away uneasiness as he stepped closer to the bed. 


"S'okay. Harry has nightmares too, I've been kicked about before, | 
should'a known better really." 


Harry was standing next to Ron, a puzzled look on his face. "What's 
that?" He asked, pointing a pale finger towards the large brass key 
resting on Eren's chest. Eren quickly moved a clammy hand from his 
stomach and wrapped it defensively around the key, tucking it under 
his shirt with a sigh, listening to the clink of it falling against his 
amulet. 


"Something... important," Eren replied vaguely, his voice sounding 
distant. He opened his eyes but didn't make eye contact with 
anyone. 


Ron shifted, "what's it for?" Eren leaned back into the soft pillows 
and covered his pulsating eyes with the crook of his arm. 


"| can't tell you," Eren rubbed his face against his arm before 
dropping it limply back to the blankets, "please just leave me alone.” 


"But then-" 


"| said leave me alone!" Eren suddenly snapped, his coiled emotions 
Snapping after the toil of his nightmare, "mind your own damn 
business!" 


"Find then," Ron huffed, sending him a nasty glare as he and Harry 
went back to their own beds, "suit yourself." 


"I'm gonna ask Dumbledore to move me dorms," Seamus said, 
exasperated. Harry tutted agitatedly. 


"Oh and why would that be?" He asked sarcastically. Seamus 
narrowed his eyes and leaned forwards. 


“Cause | don't wanna be stuck in a room with two of you crying for 
your mummies all night long! Harry on his own was bad enough with 
his stu-" 


"Shut up!" Eren yelled in frustration, he was suddenly finding it hard 
to be amongst these kids who had no idea how much he'd suffered. 
Seamus didn't have the slightest idea what it was like to be haunted 
by those memories, those nightmares, that constant fear of losing 
people. "Don't ever bring my mother into anything you bastard!" 


"And who do you think you are?" Seamus growled out, "I don't care if 
you're new, you can't go ‘round talking to people like that! God's sake 
man, you need to get a grip on yourself!" 


"Enough!" Levi was now standing in front of his bed, glaring 
intimidatingly at the students, Eren included. "All of you," he ground 
out warningly, "need to shut the hell up and go do whatever children 
do before school in the morning, got it?" 


Seamus opened his mouth in indignation but quickly thought better 
of it. "Yes." 


"Yeah," Harry kept his gaze locked on the wall. 


"Yes sir." Eren replied, automatically addressing Levi with the respect 
he was accustomed to. 


"Yes what?" Levi snapped without missing a beat. 
"Yes sir." Harry and Seamus answered begrudgingly. 


"Good. Now get along like good children." And with that Levi 
grabbed a clean change of clothes, a neat white shirt and black 
trousers, and left the dorm room. Eren had the same outfit laid 
across the foot of his bed, although his was now crumpled amongst 
his blankets. With Levi gone, wary eyes found their ways back to 
Eren. He was tired and irritable and didn't want to deal with this shit. 


"What?" He almost spat, "got nothing better to look at?" He balled up 
his clothes in one hand and left. 


Breakfast was awkward, thick tension hanging in the air. Eren and 
Levi had arrived at the Great Hall to get food well before most others 
arrived, their Gear clanking loudly in the almost empty room, the 
early morning routine from home drilled firmly into their heads. 
Hermione arrived not too long later, carrying a large battered school 
bag presumably filled with books. Eren greeted Hermione as she 
walked in, and the two of them talked as the Hall began to fill with 
tired students. Levi looked around sullenly, sipping a goblet of coffee 
having already finished his omelette. 


It wasn't long before Harry and Ron showed up, both of them 
muttering to each other in low voices. As they sat down, they both 
cast swift glances in Eren and Levi's direction, making it quite clear 
who they'd been talking about. Harry sat near Levi, making sure to 


leave plenty of space between them, whilst Ron took the space next 
to Hermione. 


After a few tense, silent minutes, Hermione shifted uncomfortably 
and looked around her. "Okay. What exactly is going on?" She 
asked, confused. When no-one answered she pressed further; 
"well?" 


"They're being immature brats." Levi told her, looking down into the 
goblet at the swirling coffee dregs as he rotated the goblet ina 
circular motion with his wrist. He took one last swig before dropping 
it down, letting go before it had reached the table, and looking to 
Eren, who was repeatedly stabbing his fork into what looked to have 
once been an egg. 


"Childish?" Hermione repeated, her eyebrows pinched, "what? Are 
they fighting about something?" 


"Something like that." Levi mused, his voice firm but quiet, as though 
he were deep in thought. 


"Well it wasn't us that started it!" Ron spluttered, completely oblivious 
to having been called childish. "Eren had a nightmare so me and 
Harry went to wake him up and the prat lashed out just 'cause we 
asked him what some stupid key was!" 


"Will you just drop it?" Eren ground out, not appreciating this little 
game of Chinese whispers. "You have no idea what-" 


"Eren." Levi interrupted. 
"Sir?" 


"Let's go, brat," he stood up, "Snape came to see me. He wants to 
see us before breakfast ends." Eren clenched his jaw, nodded and 
rose to his feet, leaving without giving the Gear he'd taken off and 
left on the floor underneath the table a glance. 


"Something really isn't right with those two, I'm telling you," Harry 
announced solidly as soon as Eren and Levi were out of sight. Harry 
turned his nose up at the emblem on the back of Levi's green cloak. 


"Yeah, | get what you mean," Ron agreed. Harry slid down the bench 
so that the three of them could huddle closer together as they talked. 


"Honestly, | think you're both paranoid," Hermione told them, "just 
because they're new it doesn't mean they're bad people." 


"It's not just that though, 'Mione!" Ron protested, "It's the way they 
just showed up here covered in blood out of nowhere! And did you 
see how defensive Dumbledore was? None of the teachers were 
expecting them." He pushed his half-empty plate away and leaned 
further over the table. 


"| mean... | Suppose the circumstances are kind of odd," Hermione 
looked away, teetering on the edge of what to believe. 


"We can't trust anyone." Harry placed his palms flat on the table, "I 
know what I've seen and | think it's best if we look into the both of 
them. We don't know where they came from, what school they went 
to, nothing.” 


"Yeah, | know what you mean Harry. And have you seen how they 
always look so surprised when magic is used? They're like 
muggles." Ron added. 


"They do seem to be reading a lot of first-year books too," Hermione 
mused, "ones for people not familiar with magical concepts... It's... 
almost as though they're trying to develop their backstory. 
Remember how Dumbledore told us they were Magical Creature 
specialists? If they're that good then why are they wasting their time 
with such basic books when Hogwarts has some of the best complex 
research books." 


"Then it's settled. We're gonna have to do more research into them 
before we can trust them." Harry lightly hit the table, his face 


resolute. 


"Yeah and anyways, Ackerman swears too much to be a professor." 
Ron said. Harry huffed a clipped laugh and looked away, pausing 
when a glint caught his eye. 


"Well, | think | Know where we can start our investigation." 
"What is it Harry?" Hermione urged. 


"Look at what Eren left behind." Surely enough, two large silver 
boxes were resting innocently beneath the table. Harry didn't have a 
clue how Eren could've forgotten them. Casting a thorough glance 
around the Hall, Harry checked to make sure the other students 
were preoccupied and, when seeing that no-one was (for once) 
paying any particular attention to them, stretched out a hand to 
stroke the smooth metal. 


"What was this called again?" Harry pondered aloud, briefly looking 
up at Ron and Hermione then back down again. "Eren called it his 
Gear or something right? 3DMG?" 


"| wonder what that stands for," Hermione said, "| Suppose | could try 
and find out." She leaned forwards to touch it as Harry was but 
quickly drew back as though it had stung her, "is it dangerous?" 


"Well | mean Levi did have a right go at Seamus, Dean and Neville 
when they were messing with it. But other than that nothing 
happened to them, | don't think there's nothing magical about it." Ron 
shrugged. 


"There are swords in there though," Harry reminded them. "So be 
careful." Hermione nodded, carefully wrapping a hand around one of 
the battered handles. She drew the blade out slowly with the smooth 
schlik of metal, making sure to keep it as hidden beneath the table 
as possible. Harry and Ron crowded around to see it better. 


"What're those?" Harry asked, pointing at the triggers on the handle. 


"| don't know," Hermione said quickly, looking unsure, "maybe we 
shouldn't be messing with these... | don't-what if they are 
dangerous?" She made to put the sword back down into its holder 
when she accidentally tightened her fingers too much in her 
trepidation and released the blade from the handle. It dropped into 
the box with a dull clang and Hermione looked up at Ron and Harry 
still holding the now-empty handle. 


"... Cool," drawled Ron, smiling. "What does the other one do?" 


"| mean, to me it looks like a brake-like the ones on muggle bikes," 
Hermione evaluated, tilting the handle to look at it from different 
angles. Harry could see how it looked like a brake but that only left 
him with more questions. What was it a brake for? 


"But if that's a brake, doesn't that mean it had to move in some 
way?" Ron voiced Harry's thoughts. "Try that other button, what's 
that do?" 


Hermione swallowed, "I! guess we'll find out." 


And somehow, even with the chatter of students around them, Eren's 
voice still seemed to echo as loud as if he were next to them as he 
yelled from the doorway. 


" Stop '" 
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"Eren, for God's sake you're a Goddamned idiot." Levi growled, his 
voice sharp and unpleasant, loud but not shouting. Despite Eren 
being a good few inches taller than Levi, he still found himself having 
to jog to keep up with the hasty pace his captain was setting as they 
left the Great Hall. Eren looked over his shoulder to make sure 
nobody was following them; there wasn't. 


"I'm sorry sir," he apologised as they turned to walk down an empty 
corridor, the students that would normally clog the place up were 
either setting up for lessons or eating breakfast. Eren was confused 
on where they were going and opened his mouth to ask when, 
suddenly, Levi haughtily shoved him into a wall and held him there 
by the arms. Eren stared at him, his heart thumping from the sudden 
adrenaline, and his arm stinging where Levi was purposefully digging 
his nails in and pinching his skin even through a long-sleeved shirt 
and jacket. 


"You just don't get it, do you, you shithead?" Levi's voice was low 
and threatening and Eren was even more confused than before. 


"Uh," Eren stuttered, "get what sir?" 


"Don't play dumb!" Levi squeezed his arms tighter. "The way you're 
going everyone's going to know everything about us within the week. 
If you keep slipping up people are going to start asking questions, 
God, did they teach you cadets anything about stealth?" 


"Oh. I... | never realised it was that bad. | won't let it happen again, 
sir!" Eren straightened, speaking confidently around the waver in his 
voice. 


"You'd better not, Yaeger, I'm not saving your ass because | want to." 
He gave Eren one final shove into the wall before releasing him. 
Eren's hands absentmindedly rubbed at the sore spots. 


"So do we not actually have to go to Snape?" 


"Incorrect." Levi dismissed, "Snape does want to see us. He got a 
student to pass the message on while you were still sleeping your 
lazy backside off." He turned on his heel and began walking back out 
of the narrow passage and back into the main corridor. 


Eren frowned. He didn't want to see Snape, he was almost positive 
the feeling was mutual. As distracted as he was with his dislike of 
Snape, Eren suddenly had the sinking feeling that something was 
wrong. He took a few more steps before realising what exactly it 
was. His 3DMG. He'd left it in the Hall. 


Levi was going to kill him. Eren came to a standstill, looking down 
just to check, to be absolutely sure, that his Gear was in fact not on 
his person, before calling out to Levi. 


"What?" Levi asked, incredibly unimpressed. 


"I've left my Manoeuvre Gear back in the Hall." Levi's eyes widened 
fractionally before narrowing. 


"What was | literally just saying about laying low?" He growled, Eren 
could feel the malice soaking through his skin. 


"| need to go back and get it," Eren told him, slightly panicked, "I 
need to get it before someone messes with it." 


Levi clicked his tongue, "better get moving then, brat, hadn't you?" 
He turned around and strode back towards Eren, grabbing him 
roughly by his jacket and forcefully throwing him forwards. Eren 
stumbled, anxiety clawing uncharacteristically at his insides as he 
prayed that none of the students had hurt themselves with it. 


Rounding the corner, everything suddenly began to move in slow 
motion. A single one of Hermione's fingers squeezed around the 
trigger to the grapple-hooked wires. 


" Stop !" Eren cried, surprising even himself, his voice not sounding 
like his own. The sudden noise startled Hermione and she pulled the 
trigger. A single wire shot out of the Gear and launched itself towards 
a high-up area of the surrounding stone walls. 


Levi was moving before Eren could even think about it, a rush of air 
whipping across his face, whistling in his ear as Levi hurtled towards 
Hermione. Eren watched in horror as Levi drew his right blade. As 
Hermione was yanked and dragged along the cluttered surface of 
the Gryffindor table as the line coiled back on itself. Levi made quick 
work of slicing clean through the wire, spinning once in his signature 
style and landing heavily on the tabletop. 


Springing into delayed action, Eren pulled the Gear from an ashen 
Hermione, and gathered up the other half of the now-useless wire. 
Eren ran a hand through his hair, his expression wilting at the state 
of his Gear, knowing he wouldn't be able to replace it. 


"Did you really have to cut it," he mumbled under his breath, sighing. 
Eren made eye contact with Levi, who was still up on the table, and 
they stared at each other for a moment before a rough hand grabbed 
at Eren shoulder in an attempt to turn him around. 


"What?" Eren turned behind him, relenting to the weak attempt at 
moving him, and coming face-to-face with Harry and Ron's angry 
faces. 


"Aren't you even going to check if she's alright?" Ron exclaimed 
angrily. "Or is that stupid death-machine of yours all you care 
about?" 


Eren's eyes widened. He'd forgotten that these students were so 
much physically weaker than those back home. "I'm sorry, you aren't 


hurt, are you?" He raised a hand to touch her shoulder but Hermione 
flinched and took a step back. 


"It's okay," she looked away, "it was my fault anyways for deciding to 
mess with your... that." 


"That was so cool!" A squeaky voice crowed. The five of them 
simultaneously turned to see a tiny first-year boy beaming up at Levi, 
his eyes almost seeming to sparkle. Behind him were a couple of 
other first years, all staring up with the same fawning expression. 
Levi scowled at them. 


"Huh," said Ron raising his eyebrows and glancing up at Levi, "looks 
like you got yourself some fans, Professor." 


"You took your time." Snape greeted as he opened the classroom 
door to Eren and Levi. 


"Sorry, Professor, we got... held up." Eren explained vaguely, 
avoiding eye-contact. 


"| have a class to teach now," he said shortly, "we'll speak out here." 
Snape stepped back into the dungeon for a few moments to drone 
out some detailed instructions for the students, second-years, to 
follow in his brief absence. 


"So what did you want to see us about?" Levi asked, barely giving 
Snape a chance to open his mouth. Snape pursed his lips tightly in 
displeasure before speaking. 


"If you'd so kindly allow me to speak before jumping down my throat, 
| believe that | would be able to tell you." He muttered coldly. Snape 
raised his head slightly, looking down his nose a little as he quickly 
glanced around them to check that they were alone. "You are aware 
of how you got here, correct?" 


"Yes." Levi replied. Eren nodded. 


"Well," Snape swallowed, "those beasts- " 


"Titans," Eren interrupted, correcting Snape. Snape glared in return, 
but it lacked any of the bite Levi's held. 


"Those titans are still as real as a threat here as they are from your 
homeland-" 


"As much as | highly doubt that," Levi broke in, "please, do contine." 


Snape cleared his throat. "In the past month, there has been a 
sudden increase in the number of attacks. During the last month 
alone | have vanquished nine of them. Recently, they've been found 
to be wandering around near school premises, far too often than 
they have in the past, and their astounding size truly makes it 
increasingly difficult to be rid of them and to keep them secret from 
the students. Personally, | do not want to get stomped to death by 
one, so | believe it is in all of our best interests to notify you of their 
whereabouts." 


"Professor?" Eren scrunched his dark eyebrows together, looking 
away from Snape in thought before returning eye-contact once 
again. 


"Yes, what is it?" 


"Uh... It's just that-You know titans don't... ‘stomp people to death’, 
right?" He asked carefully. Snape's own eyebrows lowered into a 
questioning expression. Eren felt uncomfortable. Uncomfortable and 
slightly angry that these people, wizards, had absolutely no idea 
what they were up against. People back home where dying in the 
hundreds and here? They thought them nothing more than a 
nuisance. 


"What else could they possibly do?" Snape asked, "they appear to 
have the brain power of a dimwit troll." 


Eren tutted and shifted his position, running a hand through his hair. 
"They eat people. That's what they do. They don't even need to eat 
to live but the bastards do it anyways." His voice was firm and solid, 
and he was thankful this drew attention away from his jittery hands. 


Snape's head lowered, "Eat... people?" He confirmed slowly. "But 
surely, they can't..." 


"So my friends dropped dead of their own accord? Is that what 
you're saying? That my mother-" Levi's arm flew out in front of Eren, 
a Clear signal telling him quite simply to shut up. 


"You may leave now." Snape took a step backwards towards the 
door, somehow maintaining a level face. "Just remember what I've 
told you. We're at risk of an attack even now and | am very much 
certain that the teachers here would highly appreciate it if you would 
both keep your mouths shut. None of the students need to know 
about this. Least of al/ Potter and his merry band of friends." And 
with that, Snape turned abruptly, his cloak billowing, and returned to 
his waiting class, leaving Eren and Levi staring at the closed door 
once more. 


"What now?" Eren asked tiredly. Levi's head tilted to the side slightly 
and he continued to watch the door carefully as he spoke. 


"We should train." He answered without a hint of hesitation. 
"Train?" 


"Yes, that's what | said, train. If what Severus says is true we can't 
just sit around wasting our time. We aren't magical or whatever, so 
why the hell should we attend some shitty magic lessons?" He all but 
spat, still strongly disagreeing with the concept of magic. Eren 
couldn't really blame him though, because as wonderful as magic 
was, it made people lazy and far too reliant on those stupid sticks. 


As soon as they were wandless, they'd be dead. 


Finding a place to train wasn't really as hard a task as they'd 
Originally thought it would be. They'd managed to find a large quad, 
three of its sides were surrounded by outdoor passage ways and the 
third was one of the many entrances to the school. The space 
seemed perfect, really, and Eren felt there was definitely enough 
room to practice whatever it was Levi wanted to practice here. 


"Alright, Yaeger, listen up!" Levi drawled, "First; vertical 
manoeuvring. Second; physical training. You got that?" 


"Yes sir!" Eren replied, standing to attention before positioning 
himself to take off. He was more than thankful that Hermione has 
thought to use magic to repair the damaged cord. A rush of air 
whistled sharply past him, just like it had the day of the Incident, so 
to speak, and Eren saw that Levi was already gliding through the air 
with ease, like he was supposed to be there. Eren couldn't help but 
see it as a challenge. So, without second thoughts, Eren applied 
pressure to the trigger and joined him, breaking out into an 
uncontrollable smile at the exhilaration of the adrenaline rush. It had 
been far too long since he'd used his Gear. 


After his fourth mid-air backflip, Eren found himself feeling 
claustrophobic, keeping to the same square space, he wanted more. 
He sighed as the initial wave of pure content ebbed away. 


"Captain!" Eren called out, "what about a lap ‘round the school? The 
rooves here are perfect for turns!" He fought against the wind to 
make sure his words reached Levi, it was incredibly difficult to hear 
each other with them both in the air. 


"Sounds good!" Levi yelled back, catching Eren by surprise as he 
immediately doubled back on himself, changing direction and moving 
towards the cone-roofed towers. Eren followed without hesitation, 
manoeuvring with his Gear was second nature to him and he found 
himself barely having to think as he distributed his weight 
appropriately to swing around the tower. Which is why he jolted as 
the rough stone of the tower came uncomfortably close to his face as 
he flew around it. 


Shaking his head, Eren began to analyse the best route to take, 
continuing his airborne trek around the large castle. He couldn't help 
but awe over the size of it, making a habit of looking into the 
windows at all the students sitting inside, most of them working, 
listening, or throwing paper airplanes at one another. For the few 
daydreaming, looking out of the windows, it must've been a surprise 
to see Eren shoot past them and it brought Eren endless satisfaction 
to see the looks of shock on their faces. 


All of the excitement almost caused Eren to forget about Snape's 
warning. Almost . Really, it was the one thing that was holding him 
back from enjoying the sensation of flying. And, because of this, the 
makeshift training was over before he's really had a chance to 
savour it. To be honest, Eren wasn't really sure how long they'd been 
going for, but it couldn't have been longer than ten minutes. Both of 
them, Eren and Levi, seemed to have purposely chosen the longest, 
most complicated routes possible to drag it out. 


When his feet were firmly on solid ground once again, Eren's senses 
were buzzing with energy; he still felt as though he were flying. Levi 
smoothed out his hair and clothes, calming his rushes breathing 
down, before opening his mouth to speak. 


Or at least, to attempt to speak. 


Unless of course Levi's voice was suddenly very high-pitched and 
remarkably feminine. 


"Excuse me!" The girlish voice was almost sickeningly sweet. It was 
the fakest thing Eren had ever heard. Turning behind him, Eren was 
taken aback by the display of so much ghastly pink on what couldn't 
be a woman. Surely, she must be some form of magical creature, a 
toad-human hybrid. Eren's gut coiled in distaste, gartering a strong 
surge of dislike for this woman just from looking at her. Judging by 
the sour look on Levi's face, he was probably thinking the same 
thing. 


"I'm Professor Umbridge, and I'm afraid that you're going to have to 
come with me." 
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For a good few moments, Eren and Levi just stood watching the 
strange woman, trying to decide whether or not it was in their best 
interests to listen. The woman, Professor Umbridge, smiled 
sickeningly sweetly, again clearing her throat in that obnoxiously girly 
manner; "hem hem." Turning on her heel to totter briskly back into 
the building. 


"Come now! Follow me!" She sang. Eren pulled a face of utter 
disgust, adjusting his Gear and putting everything back in its place 
and pushing his windswept hair back from his face and out of his 
eyes. It would really benefit from a cut, it was getting irritatingly long 
at the front; he couldn't remember the last time he'd trimmed it. 
Taking the lead, Eren was the first to follow Umbridge, Levi warily 
following afterwards. Once Eren really thought about it, ona 
technical basis he was supposed to be under the guise of a student, 
and so it probably was in his best interest to follow teachers’ orders if 
he wanted to lay low-as impossible a task as that seemed to be for 
him. 


The bell began to ring loudly as they followed Umbridge down the 
wide main corridor and suddenly they were surrounded by a bustle 
of robed students, chattering and laughing animatedly as they 
continued to pour out of classrooms. Eren fought down the growing 
urge to use brute strength to get them out of his way; it was like 
wading through a thicket trying to navigate around them. Being tall 
enough to see over many of the younger years was Eren's only 
benefit in this situation, that and Umbridge being so appallingly pink 
it was impossible to lose her. 


"What was all that about?" Eren asked as they made it through the 
dense sea of students. He looked behind him and sighed. 


"Oh, nothing, it's only break time." Umbridge told him over her 
shoulder. Eren hummed. 


"Where are we going?" Levi called towards the professor, noting that 
he couldn't pinpoint where they were. Eren looked around, confused, 
and saw that he'd never been this way before. 


"I'm taking you to my classroom." 
Eren looked back at her, "what? Why?" 


Umbridge sighed as though the answer was obvious and the 
question was stupid. "Because, Mr Yaeger, you were fooling around 
on school property! Transfer student or not, you really must abide by 
school rules when on Hogwarts’ grounds! If you're not going to 
choose to attend lessons, then the least you could do would be 
something a little more productive, | should think." 


"What?" Eren growled, "but we-" 


"You know, there are some things more important than going to your 
shitty hocus pocus lessons-" 


"Professor!" Umbridge interrupted. Levi's jaw clamped shut, 
clenching tight. " Do refrain from using such language, such vulgarity 
when around students!" 


Levi clicked his tongue, "I'll say whatever the hell | want to." He 
replied bluntly, glaring coldly at her cardigan-clad back. 


"Well. We'll discuss all of your opinions after lesson. We're here." 
Umbridge said sharply, Eren saw that she was clearly fighting to 
remain calm. She opened the door to her classroom and gestured 
with her arm for the two of them to go inside, her beady little eyes 
following them the whole way. Eren looked around, noting that this 
classroom was fairly similar to the others he'd been in-thankfully this 
one didn't have the same terrible odour that Snape's did. Instead, 
this room smelled like flowers and strong perfume, Eren found the 


stench of it sickly and highly unattractive. "| want you to set out the 
books for next lesson." She turned to Levi, "you'll be both be 
attending, it might be educational for the two of you." 


"Wait a minute! Don't we get a say in any of this?" Eren glared at her, 
he had no desire to set books out, he was almost jealous of Levi's 
position, Umbridge couldn't really demand a professor to set her 
books out for her. Eren was annoyed, he could think of a billion 
things he could be doing and none of them included spending a 
lesson sitting in a room with this toad . Umbridge closed the door 
before walking to a pile of thick textbooks which were set on a large 
desk at the front of the room. 


"No, I'm afraid not, Mr Yaeger. Now, if you could so kindly set the 
books out, I'd be quite happy." 


"But don't you have magic to do that crap?" 
" Language ! Now get to work!" She snapped. 


Thoroughly frustrated, Eren stamped over to the desk and seized an 
armful of seven books. Surprisingly, Levi followed, also taking up an 
armful. Eren looked at him curiously and Levi smirked, small and 
almost unnoticeably. 


"What?" He huffed, “wouldn't want you to get a paper cut handing all 
these books out now, would we?" 


Once all the books had been distributed, Eren shrugged off his 
leather jacket and slumped down into a chair about halfway down 
the aisle. He threw his jacket over his head and was startled when it 
was roughly yanked away from his face a minute later. Eren shot 
upright in his seat and grabbed his jacket back, catching sight of 
Umbridge's happy little toad-face as he did. 


"Jacket on the back of your chair, please, and do remove those 
ridiculous straps. In fact, just give me all of your contraptions. 


"My Gear?" Eren leaned closer to her incredulously, "what? No!" He 
wasn't about to give his 3DMG over to some wrinkly hag. 


"Ah. Excuse me, but | believe the answer to that is ' yes, Professor 
Umbridge ."" She cleared her throat that aggravating way of hers, 
holding her hand out in demand. Eren stood, or rather more 
appropriately sat, his ground, crossing his arms defiantly. 


"At least lemme take it back to the dorms!" 


"| believe | made myself quite clear. | would like you to give it to me. | 
will take it by force if necessary." Eren scoffed. 


"By force? And how exactly are gonna do that?" Umbridge raised her 
wand with a triumphant smile and Eren's stomach sank. Really, he 
should've foreseen this. With a quick flick of her wrist, one by one 
the straps of Eren's harness slowly undid themselves, dropping to 
the floor with a soft pat, the metal 3DMG clanging and clattering 
loudly to the floor. The blades rattled into the stunned silence. 


"What the- Hey! Stop it!" Eren yelled, drawing the attention of Levi, 
who'd been handing out the last of the books on the furthest side of 
the room. 


"Oi!" He called sharply, marching over to where Umbridge was now, 
quite happily, levitating Eren's Gear, suspending it in mid-air. The 
professor cocked her head to the side and shrugged her shoulders 
before attempting to exit the room, acting oblivious to Levi's 
intimidation. "The hell are you doing?" 


"I'm confiscating this until further notice. There is absolutely no need 
for a student to be armed. I'd recommend it if you also disarmed 
yourself, Professor, | don't Suppose you're going to need it during 
your stay at Hogwarts, surely." Her voice dripped with false 
sweetness. It didn't suit her slimy personality at all. 


"Confiscating?" Levi repeated with a huff, "yeah, | don't think that's 
necessary. Give the brat his stuff back, the headmaster's approved 


of our Gear." 


Umbridge hummed, "| am sorry, Professor Levi, but I'm directly from 
the Ministry and therefore | have every authority to act as | see fit. If | 
want to do something, | can very well do it." Levi made a sound of 
disagreement in the back of his throat, crossing his arms tightly and 
narrowing his eyes. Eren saw that Levi felt there was no point in 
arguing. 


"But-" Eren started. But before he could finish, Levi's arm shot up to 
silence him. Eren thought that really was becoming too common of a 
gesture. Levi held the back of his slender hand in front of Eren's 
angry face. 


"Make sure nobody, including you, touches it. Got that?" Levi 
ordered. 


"You have my word!" Umbridge shrugged in false cheer. "Now, I'll be 
going to put this safely away in my office. Stay in here, please." 


"Umbridge?" Eren scoffed once he could no longer hear her 
retreating footsteps clacking against the stone floor. He sank forcibly 
back down into his seat. "More like Um bitch !" 


"If anyone so much as lays a finger on that gear..." Levi began, 
trailing off. Eren blinked owlishly at him. "That stuff's expensive to 
replace." 


Once the bell rang again, signalling the end of break, students began 
filing into the classroom, meandering around to find their seats and 
setting their bags beneath the tables. To Eren's surprise, Harry, Ron, 
and Hermione were amongst the throngs of students entering to the 
room and he gave a friendly wave towards them to catch their 
attention. Harry and Ron sat down next to each other in the seats 
directly in front of Eren and Levi's whilst Hermione, giving him a shy 
smile before quickly looking away, red-faced, took the one behind 


them. Eren gathered she was probably still embarrassed over the 
Manoeuver Gear incident. 


However, before they could engage in conversation, the toad 
entered. Umbitch. She was wearing a black, velvet bow that was 
definitely not there before, that wobbled with every tottering step she 
took. A wide smile stretched across her face and Eren was 
thoroughly convinced that it was evil. 


"Good morning, class!" She said, clasping her hands together, as 
she stood at the front of the room. She tutted when the students 
remained silent. "Now now, that won't do, will it? | would quite like it if 
you'd reply with 'good morning, Professor Umbridge’. One last time 
please, good morning, class!" 


"Good morning, Professor Umbridge," the class answered sullenly, 
with the exception, of course, of Eren and Levi. It appeared none of 
them particularly enjoyed being addressed like nursery children in 
primary school. 


"There. That wasn't so hard now, was it?" The professor said 
sweetly. "Now quills out and wands away please." 


Quiet murmurs carried around the room, provoking a soft shush from 
Umbridge. Eren took in the looks of confusion on the student's faces 
as they got out their writing utensils, looking around themselves as 
though making sure everyone else was doing the same thing. 


Taking her own, unusually short, wand from her bag, Umbridge 
strode confidently over to the blackboard and delivered it a sharp 
tap. Almost instantaneously, words began to form, something 
about... defence against dark arts? Eren squinted to make out the 
Cursive script. Return to basic principles? He wasn't quite sure. Eren 
was utterly lost. 


"It has come to my attention that your teaching in this subject has 
been rather fragmented, therefore | do believe it necessary to return 
to the basics." Umbridge informed them, turning away from the 


board and back to face the class. "What | will be teaching you this 
year will be a Ministry approved course..." And that was all Eren 
heard, really, he had no idea whatsoever what Umbitch was going on 
about and he didn't really care enough to pay attention. He zoned 
out, staring off into a fixed point in the room, not even noticing when 
the rest of the class began taking notes. 


"Mr Yaeger!" Umbridge called. Levi discreetly elbowed him. "I do 
believe | told you to copy down these aims." Her voice was grating 
against his ears. Eren blinked. The previous writing was gone from 
the board and was now instead filled with 'course aims’. Eren noted 
Levi sitting leisurely back, observing, and realised that Umbridge 
really didn't have any right telling him to take notes on this bullshit. 


"But it isn't required that | do any work for this class." Eren countered 
gruffly, "I'm here to research my own stuff." Umbridge took a step 
forwards, as if physically rising to the challenge. 


"Well, | don't suppose swinging around the rooftops using that fancy 
gear of yours is really researching. Now, get to work." A handful of 
students glanced up at him. Some discreetly, others blatantly 
puzzling over him. 


"Yeah, no, I'm sorry Professor but Yaeger is right." Levi tilted his 
head to the side, crossing his legs over one another, "we aren't here 
to obey whatever teachers in this place say." Umbridge narrowed her 
eyes, her mouth pinched closed as she visibly tried to decide what to 
say next. And then, just like magic, the expression was gone and 
replaced with another of her ghastly smiles. 


"Detention, Mr Yaeger. You're to join me tonight at five o'clock in my 
office, thank you." 


"What? Why?" He yelled, unable to tamp down his anger. He held 
the attention of the whole class now, their heads bouncing back and 
forth between him and the professor. 


"Failure to comply with instructions." She said briefly, "now come and 
get some parchment, a quill, and a pot of ink from my desk." Eren 
scowled as he stood up, his chair squealing against the floor as he 
stalked over to the desk. He couldn't believe this shit. He could be 
training right now. Training or gathering important intel on the titans, 
finding out more about the attacks. But no. Here he was stuck in a 
bullshit lessons with a bullshit teacher in a bullshit school. 


Eren returned to his seat, throwing himself down heavily. Professor 
Umbridge continued as though nothing had happened, Eren 
continued to ignore her. 


"Look | know there's no point in doing all this shit but we have to stay 
under the radar and not draw anymore fucking attention to 
ourselves, you got that brat?" Levi whispered harshly under his 
breath, leaning so he didn't have to raise his voice to be heard. He 
sounded like he was at his wits end. 


"| know, sir. But this is just so damn pointless !" Eren whispered back 
sharply. Levi shook his head once, leaning forwards and resting his 
head in his hand without answering. Eren sighed loudly in frustration 
and very nearly spilled his ink over as he fumbled exasperatedly to 
get everything in the right place. Most students were reading now, 
casting him cautionary glances here and there. Eren heard the dull 
creak of a table behind him and saw Hermione with her hand straight 
up in the air, clearly attempting to draw Umbridge's attention. The 
professor seemed very content with ignoring her. 


"Oi, Professor, Hermione wants you!" Eren called, much to 
Hermione's embarrassment. Umbridge looked in their direction 
before speaking to her as though she'd only just noticed Hermione's 
hand was up. 


"Yes dear? Would you like to ask something about this chapter?" 
Eren turned in his seat and saw that Hermione's book remained 
closed. 


"No, Professor, it's something else." 


"Well then, you're supposed to be reading right now so it will have to 
wait until the end of class." Umbridge told her clearly. 


"But it's a question about the course aims," Hermione tried again. 
Eren had to admire her persistence. She reminded him of Armin, ina 
way. The thought constricted his chest. 


"And what would your name be?" 
"Hermione Granger,” she replied without missing a beat. 


"Well, Miss Granger, | do believe that if you'd read this chapter 
through you'd surely find all the answered to your questions." 


Hermione shook her head, "yes but there's nothing at a// in here 
about using defensive spells!" She stressed, insinuating that it was 
something Umbridge had mistakenly left out. 


" Using defensive spells?" The Professor laughed, "why, | can't even 
begin to fathom why you'd need to use a defensive spell in my 
classroom!" 


"Hang on a minute, we're not gonna be using magic? At all?" Ron 
exclaimed loudly, apparently having forgotten that he was speaking 
to a teacher. 

"Excuse me, Mr-?" 


"Weasley." Ron filled in irritably. 


"Mr Weasley, all students are to raise their hands when they wish to 
speak!" 


Ron thrust his hand into the air with a frustrated sigh and growled 
when Umbridge haughtily turned her back and walked away. Harry 
raised his hand along with Hermione and Eren found himself getting 
progressively more irritated. 


"Aren't you going to talk to them?" Eren asked lowly. 


"Ah, raise your hand when you wish to speak." Umbridge reminded 
him pompously. 


"Oh for god's sake," Eren ground out beneath his breath. He didn't 
even bother to raise his hand. Eren didn't see the point at all in 
making himself feel like a child, he was very far from that thank you 
very much. Then, suddenly, Harry burst, not caring about the hateful 
stares he reaped in. 


"But what's the point in all this if we're not even going to learn how to 
protect ourselves! If we're going to be attacked | highly doubt it's 
going to be risk-free and theory-based!" 


" Raise your hand, Mr Potter!" Harry threw his hand up, clenching his 
jaw. Umbridge was very clearly enjoying this sense of power she got. 
She went back to her desk and sat down. Another hand shot up, one 
of the boys from the Gryffindor Dorm, Dean, Eren thought. 


"What is your name?" Asked Umbridge, noticing his hand. 
"Dean Thomas." 


"What would you like to ask, Mr Thomas?" Dean's face hardened in 
seriousness. 


"| mean, if you think about it, Harry's right. If we ever did get 
attacked, it wouldn't be risk-free and then we wouldn't be able to 
protect ourselves 'cause we wouldn't know how!" 


"But, dear, really, who on Earth would you expect to attack children 
such as yourselves? Past teachers have taught you such dangerous 
spells, it Seems they've conditioned you to believe that Dark attacks 
are going to be popping up every other day." 


Levi sighed, "if these students are telling the truth, and it is indeed 

possible that they're going to be attacked, don't you think it would be 
better if you taught them something they can actually use in the real 
world? Last | checked, reading wasn't that effective in battle." Being 


soldiers, Eren knew that both he and Levi understood the dangers of 
being ill-prepared for battle. They knew the importance of being 
prepared for attack all too well. 


"Professor Ackerman, with all due respect, this is a Ministry 
approved course, structured for the benefit of the students!" 


"Yeah, so you keep shitting on about. You know | really couldn't give 
a rat's ass how approved this is." He continued with his usual bored 
bluntness. Umbridge gaped at him. 


" Profanity !" She cried, "please refrain! There is no need for such 
ghastly language!" She took a moment to recover herself and was 
about to continue her lesson when Harry interrupted in a passion of 
rage. 


"Professor Ackerman is saying exactly what we all think! Why don't 
you just listen to us!" He yelled. 


"Silence!" Umbridge snapped, "who would attack you?" 


"Ah, | don't know, maybe hm... Lord Voldemort ?" Harry bit out in 
mock thoughtfulness. Students gasped loudly, Ron blanched, Neville 
almost topped sideways out of his chair, and Eren was very 
confused. The room was unnervingly quiet for a few moments before 
Umbridge found it within herself to speak again. 


"Ten points from Gryffindor, Mr Potter!" She snapped. "Now, let me 
get a few things straight. You have all been told that a certain Dark 
Wizard is making a return-" 


"He has returned!" Harry snapped back, completely losing his 
patience. 


" Silence, Mr Potter! You've already lot yourself ten house points!" 
She barked. "As | was saying, all of this nonsense about the Dark 
Lord returning... /t. Is. A. Lie." Umbridge punctuated her words to get 
her point acriss. 


"It isn't a lie! | fought him!" Harry's voice was straining and Eren was 
taken aback by the fierce power it held, reminding him a little of 
himself. Maybe there was more to these kids than Eren gave them 
credit for. If Harry had already been in battle with this 'Dark Lord’ or 
whatever, then maybe he;d seen more than he let on. Eren wanted 
to get to the bottom of that. 


"Detention, Mr Potter!" Umbridge trilled triumphantly, sweat 
beginning to form on her forehead. "Tonight at five o'clock. You can 
join Mr Yaeger in my office. Now, | will repeat this one more time, 
what Mr Potter says is a lie . | can assure you that the Ministry 
guarantees there is no threat of any Dark Wizards. Please, if any of 
you are feeling alarmed by this utter nonsense, then do come to my 
office to speak with me. Now, please continue your reading, you are 
wasting precious study time." 


Harry got to his feet; Eren could clearly see him trembling with his 
contained fury. 


"Harry, sit down." Levi murmured to him warningly. Harry however 
took no notice of this. He shifted his weight before beginning to 
shout. 


"SO, according to you then Cedric Diggory dropped dead of his own 
accord? The contest just put too much of a strain on him did it?" 
Harry's voice shook along with his fists. Umbridge looked right at him 
with cold eyes. 


"Cedric Diggory's death was a tragic accident." 


"It was murder! | was there! | saw it happen! Voldemort killed him 
and you know it!" At this Eren rose from his seat too, desperate to 
intervene. 


"Look, | don't know what's happened here, Professor. But | know a 
lie when | see one, believe me, I've learned that much over the years 
and Harry isn't lying, just listen to him! | swear-god-what's the point 


in going against an eye witness? You're leaving yourself open to 
attack. 


"Eren." Levi urged. Harry turned to Eren, visibly surprised that 
anyone would stick up for him. Eren looked down at Levi, taking in 
his grave expression, then closing his eyes tightly, knowing there 
was no way he could stay quiet about this. 


"If there's any risk of attack would you rather be helpless? If this 
Dark Lord is coming wouldn't you rather take precautions than end 
up dead? Listen to yourself!" 


"Mr Yaeger, My Potter, please come here." Umbridge rummaged 
through her draws, pulling out two rolls of bright pink parchment. She 
quickly scribbled something onto each of them and sealed them 
magically shut with her wand. Harry kicked aside his chair and 
strode up to the her, Eren wasn't far behind. Umbridge handed both 
of them a parchment. 


"Now, please take these to Professor McGonagall." Harry snatched 
the parchment and turned away, stalking darkly out of the room 
without a word. 


"Like I'd want to be around you any longer anyway you stupid hag." 
Eren growled, following Harry from the room and slamming the door 
loudly behind him. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Eight 


From the moment Eren slammed the heavy door of Umbridge's 
classroom all the way up to the second he entered Professor 
McGonagall's office, not once did his insides stop coiling with anger. 
Harry wasn't much better off either, if the murderous look on his face 
was anything to go by. He appeared absorbed in fury, trembling from 
it. Eren had seen how Harry's fist had clenched tightly around the 
parchment, his knuckles growing white from the pressure, his 
eyebrows were drawn down with emotion, and his lips contorted into 
a dangerous scowl. 


Their talk with McGonagall, thankfully, hadn't lasted very long and 
the things she'd warned and discussed with Harry really weren't 
anything for Eren to worry over. Mostly though, she'd just gone on 
about the Ministry. Ministry this and Ministry that, Eren didn't give two 
shits about this Ministry of whatever. What he was bothered about 
was who this Voldemort guy was and what had happened to Cedric 
Diggory. The entire student body seemed to know about these 
things, it was clearly a big deal. 


And Eren didn't like being left out of big deals. 


Currently, Eren was seated at the Gryffindor table, enjoying, or at 
least trying to enjoy his dinner. It was getting increasingly difficult to 
fully enjoy the amazing flavour of his apple pie when all he could 
hear were insults and jaunts very clearly targeted at Harry. Eren 
watched as Harry's hand clenched hard around his clean cutlery, 
seething at his untouched food, and Eren was in half a mind to yell 
for everyone to kindly shut the fuck up . 


"| don't get it." Harry suddenly stated, his voice wavering, he set 
down his knife and fork. Eren wondered if this was about to become 
another shouting match. He hoped not; Eren's head was positively 


pounding. "If none of them believe anything | saw now, why did they 
all believe the story Dumbledore told them a couple months ago?" 


"Harry, | don't really think they did." Hermione said carefully, also 
setting her cutlery down. Eren sighed, pushing himself to his feet, he 
really couldn't take it anymore, sitting there like he had a target on 
his back with all these students gossiping. At least with titans you 
could decapitate the bastards. 


"C'mon," he said, "let's just get out of here." He motioned to Harry, 
Ron, and Hermione to follow, leading the way out of the hall once 
they did. 


"What d'you mean, Hermione?" Harry asked when they were safely 
away from prying ears. "They didn't believe Dumbledore?" 


"Look, Harry, | Know how frustrated you must feel but you really don't 
understand what it was like when you got back." Hermione said 
quietly, double checking they weren't being followed, her gaze 
lingering on Eren for a few seconds-Eren knew he didn't have their 
one-hundred percent trust. 


"Man, | don't even know what's going on or who you're going on 
about.” Eren told them, trying to placate any unease, "and besides, | 
wouldn't say shit to anyone anyways." 


Hermione nodded once and hastily continued, turning back to Harry. 
"You suddenly just appeared in front of the maze, in front of 
everyone, crying and clutching Cedric's dead body. You're the only 
one that saw what happened in the maze, Harry, the rest of us had 
to take Dumbledore's words for it. Take his word that You-Know-Who 
was back and murdered Cedric and fought you!" 


"But that's the truth!" Harry exclaimed. 


"We know it's the truth, Harry!" Ron held up his hands, "so you can 
calm right down, mate!" 


"Sorry," mumbled Harry. 


They were unsurprised to find that the Gryffindor common room was 
mostly empty, most of its usual inhabitants still in the Great Hall 
eating. The few students that were littering the room were catching 
up on homework, though Eren couldn't fathom why they'd bother 
doing that when they could be experiencing that amazing apple pie 
he just had. Eren was jealous of their food and the way they could 
afford to take it for granted. 


Eren tried to shake off all the negativity and welcome the cosy 
atmosphere of the room, deciding to take a seat by the large 
fireplace down on the floor so he could soak up optimum warmth. 
Eren wasn't used to this sort of cold, he'd been at Hogwarts just 
under a week and it had never been anything other than cold and 
dreary. 


As he weaved his way around Harry, Ron, and Hermione, who were 
giving him some pretty weird looks, he noticed Levi lying across the 
sofa with a large book propped up against his legs. Eren couldn't 
help but feel guilty at the chasm of difference in the amount of work 
Eren had done compared with Levi. Levi didn't acknowledge Eren's 
presence as he sat down by the hearth and crossed his legs 
comfortably. Behind them, Eren could hear the creaky furniture being 
rearranged and knew the others were taking a Seat. 


Half turning his head, Eren noticed Harry hadn't yet sat down. "Aren't 
you gonna sit, Harry?" 


"No point," Harry replied with a grimace of a smile, "we have to leave 
again in a minute anyways for Umbridge's detention." 


Eren threw his head back and groaned loudly, "do we have to go? 
Like, isn't there some way you can magic her mind into thinking we 
went? | don't wanna move now. I'm warm." Eren complained. Harry 
laughed slightly, scratching his forehead absentmindedly. 


"If only." 


"Oi make sure you go to that detention, Yaeger." Levi said dully, "and 
see if you can see your Gear while you're at it. Never know what's 
going to happen." 


"Right, I'll try and spot it, sir." Eren replied. Ron looked puzzled. 
"Why would you need to use it?" he asked. 


"None of your business." Answered Levi without looking up from his 
book. Eren squinted at the cover but couldn't really make anything 
out; it was something about giants. 


"Right then," Harry said awkwardly, "we'd better get going then." 


Thick splattered of rain splashes against the window panes lining the 
corridor, the heavy rumble of thunder growling in the distance. Eren 
hadn't seen rain this heavy in a long time and it put him very much 
on edge, threats like titans were multiplied in this kind of weather 
with limited visibility and reduction in sound quality, it was making his 
gut churn. 


"Hey, Eren, you alright? You don't look too good." Harry said 
suddenly, craning his neck slightly to try and get a better look at 
Eren's face. Eren turned to him and smiled. 


"Nah, I'm fine, don't worry. Just... thinking about stupid things." 
There was a pregnant pause. 

"Have you been keeping in touch with your parents?" Harry asked, 
and Eren knew that it was an innocent question, Knew that he wasn't 
trying to get at him, but it stung all the same. He came to an abrupt 
standstill, clenching his jaw. "Oh... Eren, I'm sorry, I-" 


"It-" Eren took a steadying breath, making sure he was in control of 
his emotions, "It's okay. It was six years ago." He murmured, picking 


up pace again despite having absolutely no clue where he was 
going. 


"My parents were killed when | was a baby." Harry told him, like the 
words had slipped out accidentally. 


Eren hummed, angry at himself for being so accustomed to death 
that the news didn't faze him. "I'm sorry to hear that." Tucking his 
hands into his pockets, Eren found himself in a minefield, filtering all 
his thoughts and possible replies so that he didn't accidentally blurt 
out something he shouldn't. "Must've been hard growing up." 


"| guess." Harry agreed, "! grew up with my aunt and uncle and their 
son, Dudley. They never really liked me much. Who looked after 
you?" Eren saw Harry glancing at him out of the corner of his eye 
and felt like laughing. What a pathetic attempt at getting information 
out of him. 


"| don't want to talk about it," Eren told him bluntly. That was the 
safest thing he could say. 


They lapsed into silence once again and Harry didn't make any more 
attempts at getting him to talk until the finally reached Umbridge's 
office door. 


"This is it then," Harry breathed. 


"I'll Knock." Eren announced, mostly to himself, taking the lead as 
came naturally to him. As reluctant as he was to even be here for 
this bullshit detention in the first place, Levi had given him an order 
and Eren was in no position to disobey. 


"Do come in!" Came the terrible call of the toad. Eren wanted to 
vomit at the atrocity of the room as the door creaked open. Pink, 
everywhere, lace, everywhere, ornaments, doilies and all things 
flowery and frilly, everywhere! Looking over his shoulder, he saw 
Harry was wearing the same horrified expression. How that hag 


could stand to stay in the room for so long was a mystery to him. "Mr 
Potter, Mr Yaeger." She greeted, smiling, "Good Evening!" 


"Evening," they both replied. 


"Now, take a seat would you both?" She gestured towards a lace- 
draped table, a vase of flowers sitting innocently at the centre. Two 
uncomfortable-looking chairs were pulled up either side of the table 
so that when they did take a seat, Eren and Harry were facing eat 
other. Umbridge gently set down a blank sheet of parchment in front 
of each of them and Eren watched as Harry leant over to grab a quill 
from his bag. 


"Hey, Professor, | don't have anything to write with." Eren called. 
Harry looked up and then rummaged a little faster in his bag. 


"You can borrow one of mi-" 


"That won't be necessary, thank you, Mr Potter." Umbridge brushed 
him off, "today you'll both be using some rather special ones of 
mine.” 


"Oh. Okay then." Eren ran a hand through his hair, shrugging off his 
jacket as he casually glanced about the room, seeing if he could see 
his Gear anywhere. He couldn't. 


Umbridge then handed them both a long, thin black quick with a 
rather sharp tip. 


"We don't have any ink." Harry said pointedly, correcting his grip on 
the quill. The Professors grin got wider. She almost looked like a 
titan herself. A pang of worry began to uncoil inside him once again 
and Eren pushed it down before he started thinking about things he 
couldn't afford to. 


"You won't need any ink." Eren and Harry looked to each other in 
confusion. No ink? How does that work? "Now, | want you both to 
write, / must not tell lies ." 


"How many times?" Asked Eren, resigning himself to his punishment 
as it was for the greater good. 


Umbridge hummed in thought, "let's say, as many times as it takes 
for the message to sink in . Now off you go!" And off she tottered to 
sit behind her own desk. Placing the quill down to the parchment, 
Eren began to write out the message scruffily and with a very 
prominent lack of finesse. He felt a sharp pinprick pain on the back 
of his right hand but didn't make anything of it until he actually took in 
the words he'd just written, noticing that instead of black, the font 
was written in shining crimson. 


Hearing a quiet gasp of pain, Eren looked up at Harry; his face was 
scrunched in confusion. Eren figured it had to be coincidental that 
they happened to feel pain at the same time. Definitely. Definitely a 
coincidence. Eren shook his head and scrunched up his face, 
readjusting his grip on the sinister quill and beginning to write again; 
the pain intensified. Eren felt almost light-headed. 


No. 


He had to keep his focus-how else was he meant to find his 
manoeuver Gear? He couldn't afford to be without it. As Snape had 
said, there could be an attack at any time and he needed to be 
prepared to defend Hogwarts at all costs, he needed to be able to 
keep his power secret. With a renewed mindset, Eren began writing 
out the lines again, ignoring the sharp stinging of his hand. It almost 
felt like a cut, a slice, and Eren felt panic pull at his gut as he could 
no longer resist the urge to look at his hand. 


"Shit!" Eren cursed loudly. Umbridge's head shot up, an ugly pinched 
scowl contorted her frog-face. 


"Mr Yaeger!" She snapped, " Please refrain from using such 
language!" Eren pushed his chair back with a screech, scrambling to 
his feet and cradling his right hand with his left, shifting from foot to 
foot. There was no way in all hell he could so much as risk 
transforming now. They hadn't yet fully explored the extent of his 


powers, Hanji still had more experiments to conduct, Levi still 
needed to keep him under close supervision. With so much still 
lurking in the unknown he just could take any risks, and no frog-bitch 
of an old hag was going to make him. "Sit down!" 


"No!" Eren yelled back immediately, glaring her down as he 
continued shifting around, weighing up his options. Should he run? 


“Mr Jae-" 


" No ! You don't understand!" Eren's words fumbled out, his mind 
racing as he tried to come up with an excuse. What would Levi say? 
God, he could do with a calm and collected Levi-brain right now, he'd 
know what to say. "| can't get injured, I-| don't know what in the hell 
you're playing at but I'm not gonna sit here and slice my hand open 
for you!" 


"How dare you?" Umbridge screeched, her voice very clearly raising 
a few octaves, "Sit down and continue writing! It is by no fault but 
your own that you are here so you will continue to write until | permit 
you to stop!" 


"God I-I'm not joking, fuck, | can’t! I'm not shitting you, unless you 
want to be-" crushed by a titan, Eren finished in his head. He 
slammed the breaks on that sentence before he seriously messed 


up. 


Umbridge raised her head, looking down her nose at him despite her 
short stature, "unless | want to be what exactly? Hm? Go on, do 
finish your sentence." Anger coiled hot and heavy in Eren's stomach 
at her tone, fake and nasty. Harry was openly gawping at him. 


"I'm leaving." Eren stated with a scowl. Umbridge gave a stout laugh. 
"| think not." She scoffed, "now sit down and continue writing." Eren's 


temper was rising fast, if she were Jean he'd of pummelled her face 
in by now. Fuck, he was contemplating transforming into a titan to 


stamp her out of existence and make her shut her mouth. He didn't 
though. Self-control. 


"I'm not a kid! Don't talk to me like | am!" Eren spat, continuing his 
walk towards the door. 


" Sit down, Mr Yaeger! You are a child, whether you like it or not, and 
| am your teacher, so | fully expect you to do as | say!" 


Umbridge barely had time to breath before Eren, the lid on his anger 
bursting like jack-in-the-box, snapped back; "the only person | take 
orders from here is the Captain, and you're not him so shut the hell 


up!" 


Eren realised his mistake the moment the damned words left his lips. 
He was in deep shit now. Two mistakes in less than five minutes, 
that had to be some sort of record. Umbridge and Harry stared at 
him, he couldn't make out the meanings in their expressions and 
quite frankly he didn't fancy waiting around to find out. He grabbed 
his jacket and slammed open the door, berating himself as he ran 
down the corridor. Why couldn't he just control himself? Maybe 
Mikasa and Armin were right about his anger situation. 


A heavy sighed forced itself out of Eren's dry mouth as his heart 
pounded, his hands on his knees as he looked from side to side, 
having absolutely shit-all of an idea which was the common room 
was. Groaning, he tried the left hand corridor, following it round, and 
then following another corridor round, and another, and another until 
eventually he ran headfirst into Captain Levi himself. Levi 
straightened himself up and gave Eren one of his customary glares. 


"What's up with you, Brat?" He asked, annoyed, "aren't you 
supposed to be in that shitty detention?" 


Eren licked his lips and looked away, rubbing the back of his neck, 
"uh, yeah. About that-" 


Levi tutted and cut him off, "listen, Yaeger, Dumbledore's got our 
room ready but | want you to stay in the Dorms tonight, okay?" Eren 
took in Levi's tired appearance, his face was paler than normal, if 
such a thing was possible, and his eyes were ringed deeply with faint 
purple. 


"What? Why?" Eren asked anyways before he could help himself. 


"| want time away from you brats." Levi said bluntly. "You're headed 
the right way, by the way. Gryffindor tower's just round the corner." 
And, with that, he left, leaving no time for questions. Eren couldn't 
help the nagging feeling that there must be some other reason he 
wasn't wanted in the room. It made sense though, really, Levi 
probably needed his own space, and, besides, it was freedom for 
Eren too-finally being on his own without the adult supervision 
deemed necessary by the Survey Corps. 


When Eren finally arrived back in the common room, he threw 
himself down onto the floor, boneless, in the comfortable position 
he'd been in before. He couldn't help the feeling of unease at being 
surrounded by strangers and still feeling so lonely, but no one could 
tell by looking at his laid-back form, so he didn't give any indication 
he was anything other than fine. Eren looked around, trying to find a 
familiar face, but Hermione and Ron weren't there and Harry was still 
back in detention, so he entertained himself by staring into the 
flickering flames of the fire, drinking in the comforting warmth of it. 


He pulled his legs up to his chest as his eyes became heavy with 
tiredness, wrapping his arms around them and resting his chin on his 
knees. 


As nice as this all felt, though, Eren knew it was only temporary. 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Nine 


Eren had absolutely no idea how much time had passed since he'd 
come to sit in front of the fireplace in the common room, but at some 
point he'd managed to fall asleep. In all honesty, it was a testament 
to just how tired he was that he didn't even recall closing his eyes in 
the first place. He'd of much liked to carry on sleeping, too, but the 
hand clamped tightly onto his shoulder, shaking him with way too 
much vigour for his liking, was making that incredibly difficult. 


Lifting his head, Eren's eyes tracked the hand up an arm to a face. A 
serious-looking face. Harry's serious-looking face. The person Eren 
would least like to see right now. Harry stood between a confused 
Ron and Hermione, neither of them had any idea what was going on, 
which meant Harry hadn't talked to them yet. 


"Harry, you don't have to be so harsh!" Hermione scolded, "he was 
sleeping, why couldn't you just leave him alone?" 


"Because he has some questions to answer." Harry shot back, the 
statement effectively shaking off the drowsiness his nap had caused. 
Eren shook Harry's hand off his shoulder in one decisive motion and 
stood up, looking down at Harry from his taller vantage. 


"I'm not answering nothin'." Eren replied, clearing his throat and 
making to walk away. Harry grabbed Eren's right wrist as he stormed 
past, but he instantly drew back at what must've been the heat. Eren 
smirked; he hadn't finished healing yet, he was definitely a bit warm 
to the touch. 


"I'll get straight to the point then." Harry said threateningly, regaining 
his posture, "who exactly are you and Professor Levi?" 


"Harry, mate, what the bloody hell you on about?" Ron asked, 
stepping forwards. 


"Y'see, Eren had a bit of a slip up during that detention. He said he 
only takes orders from the 'captain' and last | checked, there weren't 
any of those around here, so that just leaves Levi, and Levi never 
acted much like a professor anyways. Think about it, they both just 
turn up, out of nowhere, covered in blood, carrying weapons, it just 
doesn't make sense!" Harry analysed quickly, barely pausing for 
breath, almost rambling in his effort to force the words out. Eren 
scoffed. Harry thought he was so clever, Armin could've done it twice 
as fast. The thought of Armin made Eren clench his jaw to force the 
pang of misery back down. 


"Eren, is that true?" Hermione gasped. Eren wanted to punch 
someone again. Thanks to Umbitch he hadn't had the chance to 
train or spar with Levi, he hadn't done much of anything except laze 
around since he got here really. 


People were staring at them now, but really, what was new? Eren 
looked down at the carpeted floor, breathing deeply to calm himself. 
Stupid kids, thinking they know shit. 


"Look," Eren ground out through clenched teeth, "don't get me angry. 
I'm not in the mood for it." He was calm and resolute in his words, 
but that had no effect whatsoever on Harry. 


"You're not a student, are you?" Harry pushed, "what are you then? 
In the army or military or something, are you?" Harry's voice was 
harsh and commanding, like he had a right to Know this information 
and like he was disgusted by it at the same time. 


"Leave me alone, Harry, seriously." Eren couldn't deal with this 
anymore. He wished they'd just fuck off already and leave him alone 
to sleep. Harry just didn't know when to stop. 


"You said your parents are dead, right? | bet that has something to 
do with it, doesn't it?" Now he'd overstepped the line. 


"Don't bring my fucking parents into this!" My mother is dead but | 
don't know where the hell my father is, or whether he's alive or not!" 


"Yeah, but-" 


"No !" Eren stared Harry down, straight in the eyes, "I'm not talking 
about this! You don't have any right to know this you self-entitled 
bastard! | don't need to be reminded!" Eren didn't give Harry chance 
to reply, storming up the stairs into the dorm, wishing all the way he 
could go back home. God knew what was going on back there right 
now. 


Quickly pulling his shirt and trousers off, Eren angrily pulled a white 
t-shirt and some plaid pyjama bottoms on, throwing his clothes down 
onto the floor next to the bed in a messy bundle regardless of the 
fact he'd have to wear them again tomorrow. Eren lay back in bed, 
his arms crossed over his face, and closed his eyes. Faint voices 
carried up into the room as people trickled into the common room. 
He heard his own name being mentioned once or twice. 


"Harry, that was completely unnecessary of you!" Hermione scolded, 
instantly breaking to momentary silence that followed Eren's hasty 
retreat. Harry turned to face her, the anger still hadn't left his face. 


"How was it unnecessary?" He tried to keep his voice down, there 
was enough people staring already as it was. 


"He said his mother is dead and his father is missing, he clearly 
doesn't need interrogating. Harry, | Know we said we wanted a little 
more information on the two of them but this is just not the way to go 
about it!" Hermione lectured, beginning to pace, "for starters, we 
have no idea what either of their histories are like, anything could've 
happened. We all saw the horrific state they arrived in." 


"| still want to Know more about him." Ron sighed, having kept quiet 
throughout the argument. 


"| do too," Hermione agreed, "but we can't just confront him and 
demand answers. You're lucky Levi wasn't here to see you, who 
knows what he'd do." Harry sat down heavily into a large armchair by 
the fireplace and Hermione and Ron followed shortly, the two of 
them sitting on a sofa. 


"SO what do we do?" Asked Harry, deflating. 

Ron hummed. "Dunno. Tricky one this is." He said slowly. 

"But really, it's only a matter of time before Eren begins asking his 
own questions." Hermione added, "you've seen how he looks at 
magic like he's never seen it before in his life. I'm starting to wonder 
if that's really so far from the truth." 

"Huh," Harry breathed in realisation, "Muggles at Hogwarts." 

"Well then, | think you two need to get a start on your homework. I'll 
be going to get my bag ready for tomorrow." Hermione got back up 
again, smoothing her skirt down and smiling gently. 

"Oh, uh, Hermione?" Harry called as she passed him. 


"What is it, Harry?" She turned around. 


"Can you let Eren know that Umbridge needs to see him fora 
second detention tomorrow? Same time as today's was." 


"Why can't you just tell him yourself?" 


Harry gave an awkward, short laugh. It sounded more like a cough 
really. "I uh-I don't think he really wants to talk to me right now." 
Harry said almost sheepishly, all previous rage having melted away. 


"Fine," Hermione sighed good-naturedly, "I'll tell him." She then 
continued on her way, climbing the stairs in the opposite direction 
and heading for the boys' dorms, remembering to take down the 
charm preventing her from getting there. She hoped absentmindedly 


that Eren had calmed down in the time he'd had alone, she didn't 
feel like arguing or reasoning with him. 


When she reached the landing, she saw the door to his room was 
ajar, and a golden strip of light spilled outwards and into the dulling 
passageway. Hermione was about to open the door when she heard 
a strange noise. Almost like... sniffling? Eyebrows pinched, 
Hermione discreetly leaned forwards, pressing herself against the 
wall and straining her ears to listen. She could hear the low tones of 
Eren speaking quietly. 


Through the slim gap the open door allowed, Hermione saw Eren 
Sitting at one of the windows, a place Harry often sat, his head and 
back leaning against the wall, facing away from her, and his arms 
pulling his legs to his chest. Her heart constricted as she saw his 
shoulders hitch and hear another quiet sniff. He was clearly crying. 
Heermione was about to turn and leave Eren some privacy when he 
began to talk. 


"The outside world..." He mumbled with a huff, she could see a 
slight smile on the half of his face she could see. Eren sobbed low 
and gravelly, "| guess | got to see it before you, Armin, guess | broke 
Our promise." 


Hermione pressed a hand to her mouth, wanting to be sure she was 
making no noise that would give her presence away. 


"We were gonna explore it all together, I'll wait for you, don't worry. 
I'm not-I'm not gonna explore too much if | can help it... You should 
be the one here, not me. You and Mikasa." Eren paused to wipe his 
eyes and take a few shaky breaths, the last of which hitched on 
another sob. 


"Ev-even more... It's people like Petra who deserve this, oh God... | 
don't-| don't deserve this, the people who died because of me... 
Fuck." He groaned, "I'm a monster." After that Eren's voice trailed off 
into indecipherable muttering. His voice hitching and breaking and 
far too painful and private for Hermione to listen to anymore. 


Hermione decided to head back to Harry and Ron, it was best if they 
didn't go in there for a while, Eren clearly wasn't himself. Maybe he 
was homesick? Although it didn't really seem that way, he seemed to 
be missing people more than anything. But what did he mean by 
people dying for him? 


"Oh, Hermione did you-" Harry stopped short when he saw 
Hermione's face, misreading her tense features. "Hermione? Don't 
tell me that prat had a go at you!" 


"No." She shook her head, perching on the edge of the soft in- 
between the sprawl of open textbooks and parchments that Harry 
and Ron had littered haphazardly around. "Just... take my advice 
and don't go in the dorm for a while, okay?" 


"What? Why?" Ron asked, lowering his quill. 


"| don't think Eren wants to be bothered at the moment." She replied 
simply, looking down at her lap. "He... seemed upset. | was about to 
go into the room when | heard him crying. Sitting where you normally 
sit, Harry." Hermione looked up to see she had both Harry and Ron's 
full attention. "He was talking to himself. Saying he'd brokena 
promise to someone, Armin, | think, about seeing some ‘outside 
world' or something like that." 


" Outside world ? What's that meant to mean?" Ron asked. 
Hermione shook her head and continued her account. 


"That's not even the strangest of it though. Afterwards he started 
muttering about how people had died because of him, he called 
himself a monster." 


"Then what?" Harry pushed. 


"Then | left. | couldn't invade his privacy anymore, Harry, | couldn't 
understand what he was saying either." 


"Where the hell did Eren come from?" Harry pondered. Hermione 
shook he head, her eyes distant as though deep in thought. 


Ron stretched his arms out in front of him and then picked up his 
quill again. "We'll go to bed a little later tonight, then. Give 'im tome 
to calm down | 'spose." He tapped the tip of his quill against the 
parchment a few times, then realised he could no longer concentrate 
and scowled. "'Mione, do me a favour and help me with this work?" 


"Fine," Hermione drawled, no real malice behind her words, rolling 
her eyes and taking the quill, ink, and parchment all from Ron and 
setting it neatly on her lap. She rested the parchment on a textbook 
and began to write, having very clearly taken the hint that Ron didn't 
want help, he wanted her to do it all for him. 


By the time Harry and Ron finally decided to pack away their work 
and head to bed, almost everyone else had dispersed, leaving only a 
few, rapidly-scribbling, students behind. Harry didn't really feel tired 
despite the late hour, quite the contrary to be honest. He couldn't 
stop thinking about what Hermione had told them, though he still 
couldn't piece anything new together. It was getting incredibly 
frustrating. Harry had been suspicious since Eren and Levi first 
arrived but now he was even more-so. 


Upon entering the dorm, Harry noticed a candle lit near Eren's 
bedside; he probably hadn't been asleep long. Ron stumbled, as 
though drunk on his tiredness, around the side of his bed, literally 
falling into it as he kicked off his shoes. Harry shook his head and 
made to change into pyjamas when a strange glint coming from 
Eren's bed caught his attention. 


It was that key again. It must've fallen out of Eren's shirt in his sleep. 
Harry was about to carry on when he noticed something else 
alongside the key-an amulet of sorts. It was small and featured a red 
crystal framed in silver attached to a delicate chain. Was it his 
mother's? Maybe. Maybe not. There was no reason to get worked up 
over it, either way. 


Instead Harry backed away and got changed before climbing into 
bed and falling asleep far quicker than he'd thought he would. 


Levi awoke with a jolt. 


He felt clammy sweat beading all over his body, his shaking hands 
outstretched, his eyes wide and fearful and his mouth gaping. Had 
he been shouting? He must have had a nightmare. Levi ran his hand 
through his hair, pulling at it slightly, and sighing as he glanced about 
the empty room. 


The floor was freezing under Levi's feet as he got out of bed and 
remade the covers neatly, his hands still trembling. What had he 
been dreaming about? He had no idea. He knew he'd been having 
nightmares more frequently than usual, but he generally wasn't like 
Eren, who'd wake up screaming and crying and thrashing. Levi was 
just glad he'd been alone that night. 


Grabbing his neatly folded clothes, Levi left the small bedroom, 
closing the door softly behind him and entering the main common 
room. Dumbledore had set the place up like a regular common room 
with dorms, allowing them their own spaces and a shared area to 
work. They had a fireplace, a dark sofa, and large armchairs and 
bookcases-of which Levi was unwilling to admit aloud that he could 
not reach the top three shelves. There were two desks, pushed 
together side-by-side, sandwiched between two of the bookcases as 
well as a large window seat on the opposite side of the room. 


Levi frowned at the feeling of grime against his skin as he walked 
into the bathroom, he took a shower and then headed down to 
breakfast. 


When he got there, Eren was already in the Hall and so were Harry, 
Ron, and Hermione. Was he late, or were the brats 
uncharacteristically early? Levi took a seat next to Eren, who was 
sitting with his head on the table and his arms folded around it to 


keep his face hidden. When Eren didn't react to Levi's presence, he 
sharply elbowed him in the ribs. 


Eren jumped, his head snapping up with a jolted movement that 
looked painful. Levi took in his half-lidded eyes and surmised he 
must've been sleeping. 


"What's up with you?" Levi asked grumpily, leaning forwards to pull a 
plate and some food towards himself. Eren shrugged. 


"Feel like crap." Eren answered in a hoarse voice, stretching his 
arms out above him before returning to a slouched position. Levi let 
the lack of respect in his reply slide, he looked tired and fed-up-the 
two of them were in the same boat, then. Eren was so out-of-it that 
he barely even flinched when an angry whirlwind of a girl stormed up 
to Harry and began interrogating him. 


"You just had to get detention today, didn't you?" She yelled, "five 
o'clock, Friday! | don't believe you, Harry!" 


"Wha-Oh!" Harry squeezed his eyes shut and slapped his hand over 
his forehead. "Quidditch try-outs!" 


"Now he remembers!" The girl said sarcastically. Levi watched with a 
neutral expression, not particularly bothered by this particular 
conversation. Seeing that Eren was dozing off again, Levi decided 
it'd be best just to take him back to their room-they had nothing 
better to do. They couldn't train, and they had no reason to attend 
lessons; nowhere to be, nothing to do. Any other time and Levi 
would've kicked Eren's ass for being so tired and dozy, but right not 
he couldn't find it in him to chastise Eren. He'd be a hypocrite if he 
did. 


Levi nudged him in the side, gentler than the last time, "what is it, 
sir?" Eren mumbled into his arm. 


"Let's go, brat, you're still half asleep and we aren't gaining anything 
sitting here." Levi told him sternly, already standing and grabbing his 


plate. He hastily picked through a few more slices of toast and 
rashers of bacon for he and Eren to share. Eren yawned, rubbing at 
his eyes as he stood and followed Levi out of the busy room. Levi 
could still hear that girl ranting at Harry all the way over here. "Did 
you find your Gear yesterday?" He asked, remembering he'd 
forgotten to double check with Eren. 


"No, sir, couldn't see it." Wren replied, rubbing the back of his neck 
nervously. "I'll try and find it again today, Harry told me Umbridge 
wants to see me again tonight." 


"Good." Levi said, clipped, "make sure you find it, Yaeger. Never 
know when you might need it. Right, this is our room." He said as 
their approached their own dorm. 


"Don't we have to go to lessons?" Eren questioned, following Levi 
through the door anyways and having a look around. 


Levi shook his head, putting the plate down on the nearest desk, 
"no. You go to your room and get some damned sleep. I'm going to 
get more books from the library, I'll be back soon so don't make any 
mess. Got that?" 


"Yes, sir, thank you." Eren nodded in gratitude, already shrugging his 
jacket off and kicking off his boots as he shuffled towards the room 
Levi gestured towards. 


The next time Eren woke up, it was well past mid-day. So much for a 
nap. He quickly jumped out of bed and rushed to make it, knowing 
Levi would only make him go back and do it if he forgot. He hadn't 
really taken much notice when he walked in, but Eren now realised 
the room looked a lot like the Gryffindor common room he'd grown 
so fond off. Levi was seated at one of the two desks to the left of 
him, Levi turned to face him as Eren entered. 


"Finally up then, you lazy little shit." 


Eren looked down and apologised, heat rising to his cheeks, "sorry, 
sir, | didn't mean to sleep for so long." 


"| guess titan-shifters need more sleep." Levi mused, turning around 
to continue working. 


"But | haven't transformed in a while now." 


"| know. Just get over here and do something useful." Eren strode 
towards the desks, taking in the stack of dusty books and the plate of 
untouched sandwiches next to them. His stomach gave an 
embarrassingly long growl at the sight of them. "Eat." Levi 
commanded, pointing his finger at the plate, "the house elves 
brought these up at lunch but you were still sleeping your ass off." 


"Right," Eren said quietly, taking a couple of the sandwiches and 
trying them out, seeing which he liked best, and taking a book from 
Levi's pile to read as he did. 


Before he knew it, it was time to leave for Umbridge's. A glance up at 
the large clockface on the wall told him he had ten minutes to get to 
her office. Eren brushed the crumbs off the table and the books, 
trying his hardest to ignore the daggers Levi was glaring at him, 
before grabbing his jacket and heading out. He had absolutely no 
idea where Umbridge's office was, but he wasn't going to find it 
sitting around. 


Turning the corner out the empty corridor, he saw Harry and called 
out to him, pushing down the unease he felt around him. They'd 
already apologised to one another that morning but it didn't seem to 
make it any less awkward. They walked in relative silence to 
Umbridge's office, attempts at small talk quickly abolished. 


"Good evening!" Professor Umbridge smiled, as if nothing out of the 
ordinary had occurred the previous evening. 


"Evening." Harry and Eren replied sullenly. Eren glanced around the 
room in another attempt to find his Gear but all he saw was 


disgustingly pink and flowery things, not to mention her collection of 
freakish moving kittens on plates. Maybe his Gear wasn't even in his 
room, maybe she'd moved it to make sure neither Levi nor Eren 
would be able to find it. 


"Um... Professor Umbridge?" Harry suddenly asked timidly. Eren 
watched as he repeatedly glanced outside where people were 
moving about on the field outside. 


"Yes, what is it?" Her voice was cloying. 


"Well, | was wondering if you could do me a favour. You, uh, see the 
Gryffindor try-outs are today and-" 


"Ah, yes, Mr Potter, | should have known that you'd want to escape 
this for that. Well, | am sorry but this is your own fault, so you shall 
stay here and serve your detention. 


"But-" 


"No, Mr Potter, now please take a seat and begin writing whilst | 
speak with Mr Yaeger." Umbridge said firmly. Eren was too busy 
squinting out the window at the figures outside, it looked like they 
were holding broomsticks. He could faintly make out three tall hoops 
on either side of the field and, as he was trying to make them out, 
somebody suddenly flew up in front of them using the broom, taking 
Eren completely by surprise. Flying broomsticks? Eren knew many 
uses for a broom, but flying was decidedly not one of them. 


Pulling his gaze away from the window, Eren focused, unwillingly, on 
Umbridge as she began to talk to him. 


"Now, | should rather like to Know why-" 
And then it happened. 


Something painfully familiar and gut-wrenchingly terrifying. 


Light seared Eren's eyes, blinding him temporarily, and the entire 
building juddered, sending Eren and Umbridge into the table and 
causing Harry to fall from his chair. 


Deep, heavy footsteps stomped outside and growls and rumbles 
punctuated screams. 


Eren's heart thudded against his ribcage as he bolted from the room, 
almost by muscle memory, unaware of Harry following him. His hand 
tingled at what he knew was coming next as Eren skidded around 
the corner, searching for an exit and focussing his mind to a pinpoint 
focus. It was now or never, Umbridge had his Gear so this power 
was all he had. He rounded another corner, almost running into the 
wall, and Eren realised there wasn't going to be enough time to get 
down to ground level so he pushed himself up into the window, 
desperately throwing off Harry's hands, and jumped. 


This was it. 


The titans were in. 


Chapter 10 


Chapter Ten 


Levi scowled as he scrambled to his feet after having been knocked 
down by the sheer unexpectedness of the blast. A deep rumbling 
permeated the air, heavy footsteps stomping in the distance and 
sending icy shards through Levi's bloodstream, constricting his heart 
with a sudden pulse of fear he'd long learnt to keep internal. He 
knew what was happening, as if the sudden searing light wasn't 
enough to have already alerted him to the situation. He was fucking 
lucky he still had his Gear or he'd be in far worse a position. 


He looked over at Hermione, noting she was okay-dazed but 
otherwise fine. Good. He could leave guilt-free, knowing she wasn't 
injured. Levi had been in the Gryffindor common room when the 
blast sounded, gathering some books he'd left in there, when he'd 
suddenly found himself thrown to the floor. 


Then it turned to mayhem. 


"What was that?" Hermione gasped, her voice high and shrill in 
panic. Neville shook his head with a squeal, his face pallid and 


gaping. 
Then it happened again. 


Another bone-shaking tremor that sent the students back down but 
Levi, now readjusted and accustomed, remained standing. A 
monstrous roar of pure rage cut through the air and Levi's heart sped 
up at the familiarity of it. 


"Eren!" He yelled, having no idea how far away Eren actually was. 
Shit. Fuck. This was fucking shit, Eren didn't have his Gear, of 
course he'd resort to transforming. But what if he lost control? Went 
ape-shit on the school? "Shit, why now?" Levi cursed, checking his 


Gear quickly before he leapt into action, there was no time for 
keeping up bastard pretences now, Professor Levi be damned, he 
was a Solider and it was time high to act like one. 


"Profe-Le-" Hermione struggled to regain her breath, she grabbed 
Levi's arm in an unsteady attempt to turn him around. "What's 
happening?" 


Levi turned to her and his scowl deepened, he pulled away from her 
as he broke into a sprint; "Get to safety! We're under attack!" 
Although he'd barely even made it down the corridor when a sudden 
thought struck him and he realised what that first blast of light meant. 
That glowing fiery blaze meant trouble-Titan-Shifter trouble. If those 
titans outside were shifters then he'd better get a fucking move on or 
the casualty rate would be sky-high. 


Forcing himself to run faster, Levi realised he was being followed. 
What was it with these shitting brats? There was no time for 

scolding, though, no time for coddling and wiping their asses. No. 
Not when Eren's roar ripped through his eardrums a second time. 


Levi pulled his blades from their holsters with a smooth schlick of 
efficiency and wasted no time in putting the Gear to use. This was it. 


Harry had been rendered thoughtless, speechless, for a few 
moments from the sheer unexpectedness of the blast as he was 
thrown from his chair. The building shook deeply with tremors and 
the ground winded his lungs painfully, leaving him gasping. He'd 
barely had a chance to gather himself before Eren was racing from 
the room like death itself was on his heels, faster than should've 
been humanly possible really. So, naturally, Harry followed him. 


He had no idea what was going on. No idea why Eren was tearing so 
recklessly through the corridors, skidding into sharp turns and 
swearing all the way. Then, suddenly, Eren threw himself into a 
window and Harry's heart lurched into his throat at the sight. Eren 
smashed the glass, almost toppling straight outside and although 


they'd had their differences, Harry really didn't want to watch as Eren 
plummeted to his own death. 


"Get off me!" Eren growled, low and threatening, as Harry tried to 
yank him back into the safety of the corridor with a sweaty hand. 
Harry was taken back by the venom in his voice, the sheer 
animosity. 


"Eren!" Harry shouted, "Eren what are you doing? Get back in here!" 
Eren's movements turned frantic and he easily broke free from 
Harry's grip, completely ignoring the fact he'd been spoken to. Eren 
pushed wasted no time in scrambling back to the ledge he'd been 
about to fall from. 


And then he jumped. 


" Eren !" Harry screamed after him, almost slipping to the floor as he 
threw himself into the broken window, his hands slicing open on the 
shards of jagged glass on the pane as he watched Eren fall. He felt 
sick. If Harry thought he was winded before, he sure as hell was 
now. His mouth was dry and his stomach swirled with thick nausea. 


Then there was another, sudden, flash of light. Even more blinding 
than previously now he was staring straight into it. And then a roar- 
guttural and animalistic and dripping with rage-made his ears ring 
unpleasantly, like he'd been in a bomb blast. Harry was disorientated 
and dizzy as he squinted through his glasses and into the rising 
steam below, at what was apparently a large, muscular, naked elf- 
man...? 


"Eren?" He shouted desperately. Where did that thing come from? 
What the hell was it? Harry didn't Know what to say or what to think 
or what to do. 


He'd seen some terrifying things in his years at Hogwarts but this 
really just took top spot. The monster slowly turned to look at him, its 
dark hair falling into its face and partially obscuring a pair of intensely 
green eyes. Harry's stomach churned at the lack of cheeks, allowing 


him clear view off all it teeth; the monster's jaw hung open as steam 
smoked out in ghostly tendrils. 


The thought struck him then, suddenly, that this could be Eren. He 
could see it in the eyes, the intense familiarity, and then he was 
gone. Harry ducked reflexively as the creature's pupils narrowed, 
throwing its head back with a roar before turning towards the 
Quidditich field at a gangling sprint. 


From this vantage point, Harry didn't have a clue what was going on, 
he couldn't see far enough out onto the field, there was too many 
obstructions, the angle of the window wrong, but it felt like they were 
under attack. How that could be, Harry didn't know, he was sure 
Dumbledore had all kinds of spells and charms in place to stop any 
such event. Harry needed to get a better view, see what was 
happening, so he turned and ran for the stairs, stumbling down them 
dangerously. 


He almost toppled down them completely when a gust of wind blew 
him forwards, the small figure of a man, clearly Levi, swooping 
overhead using his Gear, Hermione following behind him on foot. 
Harry caught her eye and nodded, waiting for her to catch up before 
following after Levi until they made it outside. 


Some people were screaming, others were paralysed by crippling 
fear, a couple had fainted. 


Giant, looming creatures were trying desperately to catch the 
students at on the court, at try-outs. The cluster of kids were rapidly 
drawing nearer as they flew towards them on their broomsticks, Ron 
near the front, who slipped, pale-faced onto the ground once he 
reached relative safety. Harry ran to meet him, towards the peak of 
the hill that looked down on the field, and saw ten or eleven of the 
monsters, not including the one from earlier that Harry could swear 
on his life looked like Eren. 


Harry pulled Ron towards him roughly and watched as Levi flew 
around the tallest Hoop in the distance using his Gear, hurtling 


towards the nearest giant and spiralling around it at breakneck 
speed. Watching in horror, Harry gawped as Levi sliced effortlessly 
through the soft flesh, hacking large pieces from the ankles before 
whipping around and slicing the nape of the neck. As soon as he did 
so, the creature collapsed to the ground, unmoving, dead. Within 
seconds of it falling, Levi had already flown towards the other 
creature, dealing it the same swift treatment. 


The rogue giant was doing things a little messier. 


Harry felt sick as the beast ripped an arm off one of the other 
creatures, the bones cracking and steaming in protest. Blood 
splattered down onto the grass, bathing it in crimson as the rogue 
punched and kicked the now one-armed giant to the ground, 
stamping its head in until it was a trampled, concave mess of 
epidermis and fractured bone. 


Steam rose in plumes from the three fallen bodies, carrying the thick 
stench of decay with it. The eight remaining giants were all 
grotesquely deformed, one had enlarged brown eyes that bulged 
prominently from their sockets, another had a triangular-shaped 
head with a scrap of hair and a protruding nose. The others all had 
body parts far out of proportion, as though they were in a room full of 
circus mirrors. 


Yeah, Harry thought, watching as the rogue ripped the opponents to 
shreds and Levi whipped across the giant bodies at the speed of 
light, slicing through them, definitely the military. 


Stopping to rest on the head of a fallen titan, Levi stood to catch his 
heaving breath, already feeling the insistent tug of exhaustion. He 
quickly checked Eren over, making sure he wasn't going rampant, he 
couldn't be trusted yet and by how violent he was getting with the 
other titans, Levi couldn't rule out the possibility. 


Levi adjusted his grip on the handles of his gear, thick splatters of 
blood coating it in sludge-like grime and making it difficult to keep in 


his hand-he wished it would hurry up and fucking evaporate. He 
huffed and turned towards the remaining titans, they were ugly as 
shit to say the least. Definitely abnormal, too. He wasn't so sure 
about them being shifters though, they definitely didn't seem to 
harbour any notable intelligence. 


A seven-metre class suddenly swung its arms around itself and 
made a wobbly sprint for Levi, its jaw slack and its teeth clacking 
uncomfortably together each time it stomped. A lower growl vibrated 
through the strings of saliva connecting its jaws as it suddenly dove 
towards him, but before Levi could react, Eren had already bodily 
slammed it to the ground, punching and punching until it was an 
unrecognisable mulch. Eren's titan snarled into its dead face, make a 
show of it all, when two more abnormals latched onto Eren, tearing 
into his flesh in a rabid attempt to devour him. 


In all honesty, Levi had almost forgotten that Eren was as much prey 
as Levi was here. 


"Shit, this isn't good." Levi murmured as he fired the grapple hooks 
towards a shorter titan clamping itself to Eren's arm. Gas spurted 
weakly out of the canisters and Levi's gut jolted at the realisation it 
was running out. Now this really wasn't good. Not fucking good at all. 
Levi skidded across the damp ground in an arc before the wire 
pulled him up into the air and towards his target. Quickly raising his 
blades, Levi glided them through the nape with practised ease, 
unfortunately a second too late to prevent the foul thing from tearing 
away the lower half of Eren's arm. 


It wasn't a second longer that the remaining titans all sprung onto 
Eren whilst he was down, all trying frantically to rip at his flesh. It felt 
like the incident with the Female Titan all over again, the way these 
titans were going at Eren. Levi knew if he wanted to save Eren he 
was going to have to be careful and quick. 


Senses ramped up to hyper-alert, Levi narrowly avoided a kick from 
one of Eren's titan's legs as he tried desperately to get them off him. 
Then, a bright flash of light flew past and hit one of the titans square 


in the chest, like a flash of lightning, and Levi leapt back in surprise. 
He whipped his head to the side and saw Dumbledore, Snape, 
McGonagall, and a handful of other professors that he couldn't 
remember. Dumbledore flicked his wand and another bright beam 
shot out the end of it, bouncing off the back of one of the abnormals. 


It didn't even leave a scratch. 


"Wait!" Levi yelled over to the professors, his voice hoarse. "I'll take 
care of them!" 


"But-" Dumbledore made to interject but Levi wasn't taking his shit. 


"No ! You'll hit Eren!" Then, as though on autopilot, Levi set to work, 
he'd wasted enough time already. A loud, sharp cry of pain sounded 
from Eren's titan form as his other arm was brutally ripped away. 
Eren was doing his best to fend them off, but these weren't like the 
abnormals they'd faced before. These were stronger and far more 
beastly. 


They were far too frantic to get to Eren, their jaws snapping and 
spilling saliva, their hands grabbing and tearing. Levi found it 
strange, it nagged at him, he didn't have time to overthink it though 
as he took down two more titans. Eren, with only a single limb that 
didn't have a titan on it, then thrust himself forwards and head-butted 
one of his attackers so hard it left a deep dent in his own skull. Levi 
darted in to finish the job as the titan reeled backwards-effectively 
finishing off the job and standing breathlessly off to the side of Eren's 
titan's mutilated body, surrounded by a steaming pile of evaporating 
corpses. 


Levi surveyed the damage, taking in the bloodbath around him. 
Fucking charming. Hearing yelling, Levi turned his attention back to 
where the students were gathered, some were cheering, others were 
ashen-faced and vomiting. Harry, Hermione, and Ron were standing 
shocked. By this point, the adrenaline was leaving him and Levi was 
exhausted and panting, it was a struggle to maintain his regular 
composure but he managed. 


He had more important things to worry about though, like why Eren 
was taking his sweet time emerging from his titan. Levi used the 
remnants of his gas to hoist himself up onto the titan's back and 
watched as the nape slowly evaporated, ignoring the heat as best he 
could. He waited till he could see Eren before jaggedly cutting him 
out, wrapping an arm around his waist and pulling him out. Levi 
hauled Eren's unconscious body down to ground level and was met 
with Dumbledore's solemn face. Levi sheathed his weapons and 
pulled Eren over his shoulder as best he could, grimacing as he did 
SO. 


"He's gonna need the Hospital Wing again." Levi said bluntly. 
Dumbledore seemed lost for words, everyone did. Levi blinked and 
shifted Eren's weight on his shoulder. "Come on, hurry your asses 
up, the kid's heavy." 


Levi knew he was in for a long conversation once this had all winded 
down, but Eren needed to go to the hospital first, it was top priority 
right now. He watched the teachers tried to usher the students away, 
telling them everything was under control, that there was nothing to 
see, treating them like invalids. Levi scoffed and began carrying Eren 
across the field himself, despite the difficulties his height made. 


As Levi stepped around a mangled limb, he realised that they were 
in far over their heads here; there was no way he and Eren alone 
could handle titans on this scale, they needed help, reinforcements, 
and he knew exactly where to get them. 


It was just a matter of ordering. 


Staring up at the ceiling, Levi blinked as his dark hair flopped into his 
eyes, running a hand through it to push it back and grimacing at the 
mud he found caked in. He tutted and sighed in frustration at having 
to sit there, in the Hospital Wing in the bed next to Eren's, in this 
filthy state. It'd been less than an hour since the battle and once the 
professors had finally got their shit together and helped him he'd 
found himself confined to a bed against his will. Levi would far rather 


go back to the comfort of his own room to rest. To shower too 
because god he was disgusting. But obviously, the wizards knew 
best, and they didn't let him argue that he was perfectly fine and 
perfectly used to dealing with this and far worse. 


Levi was considering leaving when he heard the sharp clacking of 
stern footfalls striding towards him and a grim-looking professor 
came into sight-Levi smirked as she purposely walked as far away 
from Eren's bed as she could, as though she were afraid he'd spring 
up from the depths of unconsciousness and attack at any moment. 


The professor cleared her throat and came to a standstill at the foot 

of his bed. "I don't believe we've formally met, Levi, but | am Minerva 
McGonagall, head of Gryffindor." McGonagall paused, narrowing her 
eyes, "after the highly unexpected and, quite frankly, preposterous... 
events of today, Dumbledore requests your presence in his office. A 

meeting between the Heads of Houses and Headmaster is currently 
underway regarding you and your friend." 


"Subordinate." Levi corrected, "Yaeger's not my ‘friend’." 


"Yes, well, either way, if you will come with me that would be much 
appreciated." McGonagall said sharply. Well, at least he was getting 
out of this place, Levi thought as he slipped on his boots and jacket. 
He left his cloak at the bedside, a subtle hint that he'd been there 
should Eren wake up and get confused. Levi still brought his Gear 
though, there was no risking being caught without it-even if the shitty 
thing did need a refill. 


McGonagall led him briskly towards Dumbledore's office, walking at 
a stride Levi had no problems keeping up with despite the deep-set 
exhaustion clinging to his bones. The corridors were empty by this 
point, the students all but held hostage in their common rooms, and 
so it took barely any time at all to reach their destination, 
McGonagall muttering the password before the stairway revealed 
itself. Levi could hear the freakish paintings mumbling insultingly 
behind him. 


Inside of the unkempt office stood Dumbledore, alongside Professor 
Snape, Sprout, Flitwick, and, much to his displeasure, Umbridge, 
who, to his knowledge at least, wasn't a head of house. They turned 
to look at him darkly as he entered though it didn't really faze Levi, 
he was relatively well-versed in this kind of thing. The Survey Corps 
wasn't exactly loved. 


Dumbledore stepped forwards, out of the circle, his hands clasped 
tightly in front of him. "| understand, Levi, that you are a soldier from 
another land, though | was not quite expecting what | saw when you 
so courageously charged into battle. Our magic has little-to-no effect 
on those beasts, and yet you, Levi, managed to effectively take them 
down with ease. Tell me; is everyone like you within these walls?" 


"No," Levi shook his head, "I'm one of the elite." 


"| see..." Dumbledore mused. "Well, let's move on to the focal point 
of this meeting." Levi saw the professors shifting behind Dumbledore 
in discomfort and Levi crossed his arms, leaned his weight into one 
hip, and listened. 


"First of all, what exactly is Eren Yaeger?" 

"A human being, what, are you blind?" Levi drawled dully. 

"That does not testify for why Mr Yaeger appeared out of one of 
those beasts!" Umbridge shrilled, her voice going straight through 
Levi like an invitation to throttle her. 


"He's a titan-shifter." He countered, glaring hatefully at her. 


"You mean a Half-breed?" She all but whispered, venom coating her 
words. 


"Dolores!" Dumbledore scolded. It was clear that he was hoping the 
meeting would stay civil and composed. Umbridge's mouth snapped 
shut and Levi could see a new kind of hatred bubbling over; he didn't 
like the look of it one bit. 


"Yaeger isn't a Shifter by choice. It'd not natural, either. | don't know 
much about the history of it all myself but apparently it was his father 
who injected him with the serum to give him his powers." 


"Can he control this?" Dumbledore took another step forwards. 


"Honestly?" He scoffed, "mostly. Eren's partially transformed by 
accident once whilst under my watch but no damage was caused. 
There's also been a case where he took a swing at another soldier, a 
family member of his, during a mission-other than that though, no 
further incidents have been reported. When Eren does lose control 
it's generally directed at the titans, but it's better to be careful than 
dead." 


Dumbledore cleared his throat and a tension filled the room. "But 
what-" 


"Look," Levi cut in, "but if you're looking for our life stories, | think I'll 
be leaving." Dumbledore pursed his lips and looked down in thought, 
then looked to the professors standing uncomfortably around him. 


"Truthfully, we would like to discuss whether or not it is safe for Eren 
to be amongst the students. Their safety is of the highest priority to 
us." 


"Provided | keep a close watch over him, | doubt Yaeger will cause 
any trouble. This is the closest that brat has ever come to a normal 
life, | don't think he wants to abuse that." Levi paused. "Besides, he's 
bent on killing all the titans, he's reckless and dangerous at times, 
but he'd do anything to protect humanity." 


"| see, well, anyways, not to worry, it shouldn't be too much longer 
before you can return to-" 


"Wait." Levi said sharply, "Yaeger and | are going to have to stay 
longer, | have some things | need to look into. There's something off 
about the titans here, | feel like we have a good chance of finding 


where those titan bastards came from and if we can find that out, it's 
two saves in one. Both Hogwarts and the wallswill be free." 


"How much longer?" Umbridge questioned, her pouched cheeks 
puffed out in anger, tinted pink. Levi seriously didn't get what her 
problem was. 


"Months, years, | don't know." Umbridge spluttered. 


"We cannot keep you two in this school for years whilst you go ona 
hunt for answers you'll never find!" She snapped. Levi took a firm 
step forwards, uncrossing his arms. 


"This is the best chance we have and I'm not going to let some ugly 
asshole like you screw it up!" 


"Please." Dumbledore held his arms out, placating, "let's continue 
this in an orderly fashion. Dolores, the final word will come from me 
and | have no problem allowed them the use of Hogwarts. They're 
solving an issue for us as well as themselves." 


"Right." Levi agreed, "but we're going to need more than just me and 
Yaeger. I'd like to bring over a small squad. I've got the list of the top 
performing cadets, the majority of which were in Yaeger's training 
division." Levi had taken into consideration the fact they probably 
didn't want a group of adult soldiers parading around the place, the 
104th squad was very much fitted to this-especially with that 
Ackerman girl. 


"| presume you'd want to use the school as a training ground?" 
Dumbledore inquired. 


Levi nodded curtly, "at times, yes." 


Dumbledore hummed, "we certainly have the grounds for it. It should 
be fine provided you don't disrupt the student's daily lives." 


"But, Headmaster!" Umbridge trilled. 


"If you are to continue disrupting could you so kindly wait outside, 
Dolores?" Umbridge's face turned an even deeper shade of red, no 
doubt rightfully humiliated, then drew a deep breath and tried to 
paste a sick smile back on. "Do you have the list with you now?" 
Dumbledore asked as Dolores turned to leave. Levi was incredibly 
suspicious of her. 


"Here," Levi handed over the parchment, reading the names 
backwards through the thin scrap Dumbledore was now skimming 
through. Once he'd read it, Dumbledore passed the list to Flitwick, 
who glanced it over in surprise. 


"What about the missing ranks? Four, five, and seven, were they not 
fit for the job?" The question wasn't interrogative but Levi filled him in 
bluntly all the same. 


“Number four; Annie Leonhardt, was a Shifter. Took down countless 
soldiers before Eren took her out, she's currently detained 
underground. Number five is Yaeger. Seven was Marco Bodt; died of 
unknown cause during battle." Flitwick mumbled an apology, handing 
the list to a pale-faced Professor Sprout, who read down the list, 
taking in the ages of the cadets, and gaping. 


"Can you permit this?" Levi asked after shaking off Flitwick's 
apology. 


"Wont it be... dangerous? Having soldiers here?" Snape questioned, 
eyeing down the list before handing it to McGonagall, who clenched 
her jaws before giving it back to Dumbledore. 


"No harm will come to the students, give us all a place to eat, sleep, 
and shit and we'll stay out the way." 


"| can work on extending your dormitory to fit the newcomers, it will 
be no problem." Dumbledore told him. Flitwick hummed. 


"| suppose we should inform the students." He scratched the side of 
his head. 


"Well, | suppose there's no point in fabricating lies at this point." 
McGonagall agreed. She was right, everyone had seen the attack. 


"We'll hold an assembly, introduce the soldiers when they arrive and 
see how things go from there." 


"Agreed," Levi sighed, "that's sorted then. So can you do some 
wizard shit to get them here?" He asked. 


"| will open a portkey on Sunday, you shall escort me to collect your 
comrades, Eren too if he's awake." 


"Sunday... When's that?" Levi had completely lost track of the days. 
He had far more important things to think about. 


"The day after tomorrow." Snape drawled, speaking to him as though 
he were stupid. Levi tutted at him and then moved on. 


"The brat probably won't be awake by then. He'll probably sleep his 
lazy ass off 'till Monday." Truthfully, Levi had no idea when Eren 
would wake up, there were not real guidelines to it, and even if he 
was awake by then he'd probably be weak and disorientated after all 
the power he used. 


"That concludes our meeting then, Levi, you are free to leave." Levi 
grunted his thanks at Dumbledore, nodding at the other professors 
more out of habit than anything before turning to make his leave, 
heading back to his dorm to mull things over. 


It was starting to get cold now. The sun was setting down into the 
warm golden soup of the sky and leaves were shedding thickly from 
the branches above, painting the ground in crispy, curled foliage. 
Mikasa's horse whickered softly, trotting down the pathway, Mikasa 
herself feeling on the verge of tears. But crying now would be 
admitting defeat, and there was no way she could admit defeat. Eren 
was out there, somewhere. She could feel it. 


Her scarf, now starting to get threadbare, slipped further down her 
neck, exposing it to the chilly autumnal wind. She pulled it back up, 
burying her face in the warmth it provided. 


"Mikasa!" Armin yelled, "Mikasa!" He called again, and Mikasa 
turned her horse to face him, allowing Armin to catch up. 


"Armin," she greeted him. Armin looked tired. Exhausted, even, with 
bags beneath his sunken eyes-she didn't blame him though. She 
probably didn't look much better off. 


"Did you find anything?" He asked, the words were hopeful but his 
tone was desolate. Mikasa shook her head, facing away from him 
once again. "It's... It's been over a week now." He trailed off into his 
own thougNts. 


"We will find them." Mikasa reassured, her voice steady and stern, 
sure of herself. Armin winced and it was clear he was fast losing 
hope. They'd been searching for Eren and Levi every day since 
they'd gone missing and they were no closer to any clues. Most of 
the other soldiers had already accepted their disappearances as 
deaths, eaten by titans, there was no other possibility, really. Their 
moral's had all taken a plummet after that-if humanities’ strongest 
had been taken down, what hope did the rest of them have? "I know 
we will." 


Chapter 11 


Chapter Eleven 


Sunday rolled around slowly-although that might just have been 
because Levi had nothing to do, Eren hadn't woken up, and he was 
waiting with thinning patience to go back home. He couldn't say he 
was excited, exactly, but he just wanted to get it done. He wanted to 
get things moving, not sit around doing nothing whilst the answers 
he sought were right there. 


He tried to be at least a little productive, spending his time inside his 
dorm researching. But Levi found he couldn't really concentrate. He 
was stressed and tired and sick of sitting around . Accepting he 
wasn't going to get anything done, Levi had then gone to see 
Dumbledore to ask about the extra rooms, to see if they'd been 
sorted out yet. They hadn't. So Dumbledore promised he'd sort it 
right away, and Levi had nodded and went down to the kitchens to 
get coffee and something to eat. 


When he returned, Dumbledore had followed through on his words 
and the dorm was no longer how he'd left it. The common room had 
been elongated, with extra furniture added, and there were now far 
more doors than before, indicating they'd all be staying in the same 
area. This isn't what Levi had had in mind when he'd asked for 
accommodations to be made. Fucking great this was, sharing with a 
bunch of brats. Again. To distract his attention from this, Levi spent 
the remaining of his Saturday doing a thorough clean, making sure 
the entire space was spotless before surveying his work and taking a 
break. 


After that, he'd gone to check on Eren, who was still sleeping, and 
finally called it a day and went to bed. 


The next day he awoke early to bright light shining outside his 
window. At least there was finally a break in the dreary rain. 


Stretching his arms over his head and feeling the bones in his back 
pop, Levi got out of bed and ready for the day, happy to see the 
house-elves had cleaned his uniform and placed it neatly folded 
where he could find it. 


In the Great Hall Levi found himself almost completely alone, which 
was excellent in his opinion-god bless lazy shithead students ona 
Sunday. It was early enough that food hadn't been served yet, but 
that didn't really bother him, he knew his way to the kitchens. 
Students weren't allowed back there, so Levi figured he'd get first- 
hand pickings of whatever he wanted and then headed back to the 
Hall, sitting right at the very top of the Gryffindor table and savouring 
the peace and quiet. 


He'd eaten half of his food when a couple of Ravenclaw students 
wandered in, setting heavy books and writing utensils on the table 
and sending a couple of wary glanced in his direction. He ignored 
them, far more interested in his toast and beans. He was almost 
finished when Hermione walked in, unaccompanied, and took a seat 
directly opposite. Judging be her bag, she'd intended to study until 
she'd noticed Levi. 


"Levi," she began uncertainly, as though she had no idea what to say 
afterwards. Levi set his knife and fork down on the mostly empty 
plate and took a sip of tea before answering. 


"Yes?" Hermione shifted in her seat. 


"What happened °?" Levi set his goblet down and pushed his plate to 
the side so he could lean his forearms on the table. 


"Titan attack, | believe." 


"But how did you do that? I've never seen anyone move like that! 
Harry was right, wasn't he? You aren't a professor, are you?" 


"Nope," he shook his head, "I'm a squad captain, pretty far from a 
professor." Dumbledore had already said the students were going to 


find out eventually, so Levi didn't bother playing games. 


"I've... never seen a uniform like yours though,” she continued 
curiously, eyeing his clothing, "where exactly are you from?" 


"You wouldn't believe me if | told you." Levi said flatly, taking a last 
swig of tea and rising to his feet, "now if you'll excuse me, | haven't 
got any more time for brats, | got something important to do." 


"What?" Hermione stammered, she made to reply by Levi cut her off. 


"Ever hear what happened to the curious cat, Granger?" 


"lam not touching that." Levi snapped, "I don't care how magical that 
shit-covered boot is." 


"| assure you it is only mud, Levi." Dumbledore smiled, "now please 
take a hold of it and we'll be on our way." Levi looked aghast, staring 
down the repulsive boot in Dumbledore's hand, portkey or not it 
looked disgusting and vile. 


“Couldn't you use something cleaner?" Levi argued, quite clearly 
repulsed. 


"Ah, but portkeys look this way for a reason, we can't have Muggles 
touching them." 


"Fine." Levi ground out, "fine, what do | have to do? Just hold it?" 


"Yes," Dumbledore nodded, that is all." Levi's hesitantly grabbed hold 
of the boot, cringing as he did so, and was about to ask if 
Dumbledore had even worked out the coordinates or whatever when 
he found himself spinning and spiralling into nothingness. 


Levi felt a strong sense of déja vu, at least now he knew what that 
thing Eren touched in the titan's mouth was. In moments, Levi found 


himself deposited roughly only the dirt path in front of HQ, and he 
swallowed down nausea as he got up and brushed himself off. 


"We're here," Dumbledore stated, and Levi glared at him, slightly 
humiliated at his composed stance when Levi had been thrown to 
the ground. 


"No shit," he muttered, beginning to walk towards the castle. He 
could only hope Erwin hadn't led the squad back inside the walls, 
otherwise this whole feat would be even harder to pull off. 
Dumbledore followed closely behind him, looking around at the vast 
expanse of grass. 


"| thought there were walls." 


"There are, but you aren't going to see them from here." Levi told 
him over his shoulder, "this is our headquarters, this is all you'll see." 


Dumbledore had been expecting something far more tragic and 
desperate-looking, perhaps the rest of their world was like that, but 
this area certainly wasn't. Large trees surrounded a large castle, 
ivory climbing up the brickwork in a way that was pleasing to the eye. 
Dumbledore found himself wanting to wander around and expect, 
but he reminded himself to stay close to Levi, he had no idea what 
these people were really capable of. 


The interior of the castle was vaguely familiar to Hogwarts, although 
the candle-lit passageways weren't nearly as grand. 


"We'll head to Erwin's office first. He's the commander." Levi 
informed him. Dumbledore hummed in agreement, nodding even 
though Levi wasn't looking at him. 


There were barely any soldiers about, which Dumbledore thought 
odd, but Levi had pulled his hood far over his face anyways, perhaps 
to mask his appearance. The people who did see them though gave 
very strange looks and Dumbledore figured the only reason they 


hadn't been stopped yet was because he was being escorted by a 
member of their team. 


Levi muttered that they were almost there, turning a corner, and then 
almost falling to the floor. His hood fell easily away from his face, 
exposing his poorly hidden identity, and a woman wearing glasses, 
who he must've walked into, grabbed Levi by the shoulders and 
shook him roughly. 


"Levi!" She yelled, with a smile big enough to swallow her face. 
"You're alive! | mean, | never doubted you were dead for a moment, 
but everyone was losing hope, but | never listened to them! Where 
have you-" 


"Hange!" Levi snapped, prying himself out of her iron grip. Hange let 
go, pulling her hands back. Then she noticed Dumbledore. 


"And who might you be?" She asked, taking a step closer, "a 
prisoner? Ooo, Levi can we torture him?" 


"No, Hange, what-" 
"Wait! Where's Eren? Is he dead?" 


"No, he's not dead, Shitty-Glasses, he's perfectly safe. | need you to 
come with me, though, it's important." Dumbledore had no idea what 
to make of this Hange character as they continued on their way as a 
trio, she was strange and excitable and all too comfortable with the 
idea of death. 


Levi knocked once on the door to what must have been his 
commander's office, waiting for the reply before leading them all 
inside. 


"Levi?" A blond man answered, broad-shouldered and sitting ata 
desk swamped in paperwork. "You're alive! | was starting to think 
you'd been eaten. | should've known better, you are Humanity's 
Strongest, after all." 


"Yeah, Yaeger is alive too, but he's not with me.” 


"What do you mean, Levi?" Eren asked, pushing paperwork to the 
edges so he could lean across his desk. Hange closed the door 
behind them, making the space private. Dumbledore noticed Hange 
and Levi both eyeing him warily, but they gave Levi chance to talk 
first. 


"| don't really know how to explain it. Look, | Know this is sudden but 
I've got some news you'd probably like to hear." Erwin leaned further 
forwards, poised. 


"Go on," he urged. 


"| think | have a lead on the origins of the titans. Something other 
than Yaeger's basement. We'll need to take some people over there, 
I've already formed a list of preferred candidates." Levi took the 
neatly folded parchment from his pocket and handed it to his 
commander. "If passed by you, | think we have a pretty good chance 
at uncovering the truth of the titans." Erwin frowned at the list. 


"This sounds like an important mission, why have you selected our 
youngest? Why not our more experienced veterans?" 


"Well, they'll be going to a school. | presumed they'd feel more 
comfortable with younger soldiers, and our youngest aren't exactly 
mediocre. This group have performed exceptionally well, especially 
the Ackerman girl." 


"A school, you say?" Erwin frowned, "Levi, I'm sure if the answer 
was in a school we'd have found it by now." 


"It's not inside the walls." 


"What?" Erwin's eyebrows raised and Dumbledore could see the 
confusion clear on his face. Dumbledore took that as his cue to step 
in, placing a firm hand on Levi's shoulder in askance of permission. 
Levi gestured to Erwin, giving him the go-ahead. 


"Here, Dumbledore is the headmaster, he'll explain." 


"Hello," Dumbledore greeted, "my name is Albus Percival Wulfric 
Brain Dumbledore, and | am the headmaster of Hogwarts School of 
Witchcraft and Wizardry. | assume you are wondering how magic 
can possibly exist, | will assure you, for now, that it does and will 
return to that in a moment. For now, what really matters is these 
titans. 


"Titans have only recently begun attacking our school within the last 
year. Our magic doesn't work on them, so the only thing we could 
think to do is activate portkeys and send them elsewhere. 
Unfortunately, it seems we didn't check the area thoroughly enough 
as we believed this place to be uninhabited. When Eren and Levi 
appeared in our Hall however, we realised our mistake and ceased 
immediately. Though, we didn't send many titans over, and therefore 
there is reason to believe that whoever is responsible for sending the 
titan's to Hogwarts may very well be the creator of the Titans 
altogether." 


" Magic ?" Hange all but screeched, "| am a scientist, I'll have you 
know! Magic is an improbable power!" 


"Ah," Dumbledore hummed, "well how would your science explain 
this then?" Dumbledore then extracted his wand from within his 
cloak, muttering a spell and levitating Erwin's paperwork high into 
the air and Hange shrieked at the sight, frantically swiping her hands 
above and below the papers. Erwin's eyebrows shot up, his eyes 
widening, and Dumbledore could tell he was mediating his reaction. 
"That was magic, my friend." Dumbledore set the papers back down 
and Erwin turned to Levi, his hands clenched. 


"Is this real, Levi?" Erwin asked, sceptical despite what he'd just 
seen. 


"Yes," Levi confirmed, "Eren and | have spent a week at Hogwarts. 
Unbelievable as it all is, we were accidentally transported there by 


magic after a titan almost killed us-there was some freakish device 
stuck in its mouth or something." 


"Well... this is certainly interesting." Erwin stared down at his 
desktop, a hand reaching to rub the back of his neck. "| assume this 
magic will be used to get to the school?" 


Dumbledore nodded, "Yes, using a Portkey. That is how we got here 
from Hogwarts." 


"And Hogwarts is outside of the walls?" 
"Indeed it is." Dumbledore told him, “it's in Scotland." 


"Scotland...?" Erwin asked, confused, but then shook his head and 
ran a hand down his face. "If Levi hadn't confirmed this, it would 
have taken a lot more to get me on board with the idea. However, | 
am willing to give the mission the go-ahead if it really means getting 
closer to the truth." He stood, then, and began to move around the 
desk. "I'm needed here though, it would be far too risky for all of us 
to go over and leave our home undefended. | will go with you only 
temporary to assess the situation, then | shall return here." 


"That is perfectly fine," Dumbledore agreed and Erwin set into action. 


"Levi, Dumbledore, Hange, you go and gather the soldiers. Bring 
them back here whilst | go speak with Mike, he may have to step in 
as commander during my absence." Erwin strode from the room, 
leaving the door open as a subtle reminder to get into action. 


"Right, you heard him," Levi sighed, "let go and get the brats." 


"What happens if we don't find him?" Armin whispered, just loud 
enough for Mikasa to hear. It was noon, lunch, but the food had no 
flavour, nothing but lumpy paste. Eren still hadn't been found and his 
absence weighed heavily in Mikasa's chest, she couldn't eat, couldn't 
sleep, couldn't do anything but search and mourn. She lifted her 


spoon out of the gloop of her porridge, letting it drop back down with 
a wet thud. 


"| don't know." Mikasa replied, pushing her bowl away and pulling a 
chipped mug of water towards her, staring down at her distorted 
reflection. 


"Everyone's giving up," Armin continued, his voice wavering, "they're 
all losing hope and saying they were devoured. Personally, | can't 
even begin to picture the captain going down that way." Mikasa 
clutched her mug tighter. 


"Eren's not dead. I'm sure I'd be able to feel it if he were. He's out 
there somewhere, and | will find him and | will bring him home." 


"| wouldn't count on that." Jean spoke up from across the table, 
looking up at her warily, "the search parties are starting to be 
withdrawn now, it's been a week." 


"| don't care what anyone else does. My only priority is Eren." Mikasa 
kept her gaze locked on her reflection. Why was Jean butting in 
anyways? 


"Look," Jean sighed, "| know Eren's important to you and everything 
but we can't keep searching forever! Now that Levi's gone, you're the 
strongest solider we have, humanity needs you!" Mikasa looked up 
and glared at him. 


"Humanity needs Eren!" She bit out, "Eren is our last-!" 


"Captain Levi!" Connie interrupted with a surprised shout. Mikasa's 
eyes snapped to Connie in surprise; he was staring over her 
shoulder, mouth gaping open in shock, and Mikasa immediately 
turned to see what he was looking at. 


The door to the canteen was open and in its doorway stood Levi, 
Hange, and a tall old man in weird robes. Her scarf snagged on the 
table as she shot up and it fell limply to the ground as she strode 


over to Levi, talking at him before he had a chance to open his 
mouth. 


"Where's Eren?" She asked sharply, almost accusatory. Levi 
narrowed his eyes at her. 


"Safe," he said bluntly, and Mikasa wanted to cry in relief, but her 
face remained a mask, unwilling to portray her intense turmoil of 
emotion. 


"Where is he? Take me to him!" Mikasa ordered, regardless of who 
she was talking to. 


"You'll see him soon. You all will. We have ourselves a mission." Levi 
growled out, Mikasa's insides boiled at the evasion of her demand 
and she glared at her captain, letting him know her displeasure at 
being kept waiting. 


"Who's the old guy?" Connie yelled, his words breaking the thick 
tension beginning to hang in the air. Of course, it had to be Connie, 
he had no perception for these things sometimes. Although Mikasa 
was wondering the same thing, she'd never seen him before and she 
was positive she'd remember someone walking around looking like 
that. The man looked to Levi once, for approval, and Levi nodded. 


"Lam Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore, Headmaster of 
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry," he introduced himself. 
Mikasa stared incredulously. What in the hell was this senile fool 
going on about? What was going on? Connie and Sasha snickered 
behind her, finding amusement in the situation, but Mikasa didn't find 
this funny in the slightest. 


"Witchcraft and wizardry?" Armin repeated beside her, "y-you mean 
magic?" 


"Yes," Dumbledore replied, "| do indeed mean exactly that." 
Dumbledore looked down at Armin with a friendly gaze, not 
appearing threatening at all, but Mikasa was still wary of him. 


"But magic doesn't exist," Armin's face scrunched in thought, "the 
concept of magic is completely unscientific, how could it be real? 
Why should we believe you?" Of course Armin would immediately 
apply logic to the situation. Mikasa agreed with him. 


"That's what | thought too, Armin, until | saw him make things fly 
using a stick!" Hange piped up happily, her eyes shining witha 
dangerous enthusiasm. 


"You can't make things fly using sticks, what a load of crap!" Ymir 
countered, disgruntled, and Krista elbowed her gently in the ribs, 
muttering something about disrespect. 


"You may feel this way now but, | assure you, once you've seen it 
with your own eyes, it may very well change your perspective." 
Dumbledore looked around from person to person, a knowing look 
on his face. 


"Yeah," Jean muttered, "I doubt that." Mikasa hadn't been paying 
Jean any attention, and now he stood beside her. 


"Show us some magic!" Sasha asked, excitedly, "if you say it's real 
then prove it!" 


"Believe me, this man speaks the truth." Erwin said, low and 
commanding as he entered the room. "As of now, | see no reason to 
distrust this man." 


"Thank you, Erwin," Dumbledore nodded respectfully, then turned to 
face the soldiers again. "| have come here today to inform you of a 
mission you've been specially selected to take part in. This was 
entirely the idea of Captain Levi and was approved by your 
Commander Erwin. | shall hand over to them, now, as surely you will 
trust their retelling over mine." 


"As Dumbledore was saying," Levi began, projecting his voice 
across the room, “all of you gathered here, Hange included, will be 
going on a mission. It's not an ordinary mission though, so listen up, 


if we do this correctly we could uncover where the titans came from 
and how to eradicate them." Mikasa was trying to fit the pieces 
together in her head, but she had absolutely no idea what could 
have happened to Eren and Levi whilst they were missing. She 
wondered where Eren was now. Around her, the others had begun 
yelling questions up to Levi, Mikasa was too caught up in her own 
web of thoughts to take part. "Shut up and let me explain you 
goddamn brats!" 


As Levi explained, Mikasa's belief in what was happening fell ever 
further. How was she supposed to willingly believe that out there 
somewhere was some magical school getting attacked by titans? 
That Eren and Levi had been magically transported outside the 
walls? 


"Make sure your equipment is all in working order," Levi began 
wrapping up his explanation, during which everyone had fallen 
uncharacteristically silent, "and be outside the front entrance in an 
hour. That's when we're leaving." Mikasa watched as he carefully 
surved each one of them before turning sharply on his heel and 
leaving the room, followed by Erwin, Dumbledore, and Hange, 
leaving the 104th squad standing there, mouths gaping, clueless. 


The hour ticked by painfully slowly, mostly because Mikasa had 
spent it wanting Eren back. Though the others had all been 
complaining of the opposite, that time had flown by. At the entrance, 
their superiors and Dumbledore were, as they said they would be, 
gathered. 


"Today we'll be travelling by Portkey," Dumbledore announced, "the 
sensation will most like feel very strange and perhaps nauseating, 
but | assure you that is normal. Now, without further ado, let's begin." 
And then Dumbledore pulled out on of the most disgusting boots that 
Mikasa had ever seen and her trust in him reached sub-zero levels. 
She watched as Dumbledore murmured something, and caught him 
slipping a stick back into his robes as the boot began to glow a faint 


blue. What? "Now, | am aware that this is certainly going to put some 
of you off, but | need you to all grab hold of this boot," 


"But that boot is fucking gross!" Jean retorted, "it's covered in shit!" 
"Yeah, there's no way I'm touching that!" Connie agreed. 


"How the hell is some boot gonna get us to some magic school 
anyways?" Reiner added in disbelief. 


"Grab the shit-boot, that is an order!" Levi interjected, instantly 
shutting down the disagreements. 


"When exactly will this activate, Dumbledore?" Erwin asked with a 
grimace as all reluctant hands gingerly took hold of the boot. 
Dumbledore laughed. 


"Right about now." Suddenly, Mikasa felt a tug behind her navel and 
the world around her began to spin, all the colours swirling together 
and eating up the bright sky above her. If it weren't for all the 
arduous training she'd gone through, Mikasa was sure she'd have 
thrown up. Suddenly, the ground was rushing up to meet her and 
she saw that Armin was going to fall flat on his face, so reached 
towards him and pulled him in closer in an attempt at protection. 


Mikasa somehow managed to keep the two of them from landing ina 
crumpled pile like everyone else; she and Armin stumbled giddily 
and landed heavily on their hands and knees. Regaining her footing, 
Mikasa looked around and saw that they'd arrived, somehow, ina 
large office, much bigger than Erwin's. A large desk stood near them, 
piles of paperwork stacked high on the surface. Mikasa drank in the 
grandeur of the room, the tall bookcases and paintings. 


"Welcome to Hogwarts!" Dumbledore greeted. Mikasa watched as 
Armin gaped at everything, of course he'd love a place like this 
where there was obviously so much to learn. But they needed to 
keep everything in perspective. They were on a mission first and 
foremost and it is the mission that needs to come first. "I will show 


you to your room, all students will be in lesson right now so there 
shouldn't be too much of a hassle. You have permission to use the 
grounds for training, you may sit in on lessons, but please do not 
cause chaos or disruption-we at Hogwarts would like as little an 
impact on the students as possible." 


"So," Armin said as they left the room in a group, Levi, Hange, and 
Erwin talking with hushed voices at the front, "where d'you think 
they're keeping Eren?" 


"| have no idea," Mikasa replied, "he might already be in the room." 
Armin nodded thoughtfully and they continued their walk in silence. 
As they walked through the corridor, Mikasa noticed that this was 
some sort of castle. It had to be. And she wondered just how many 
students it housed. Once they reached a large door, Dumbledore 
halted and explained to them they'd have to wear some weird 
amulets from now on. Mikasa didn't really understand what he was 
going on about, but she wore the thing anyways. 


The room was warm and decorated with desks and comfortable 
chairs. It was a long room, designed for many people, with a 
fireplace and a large window seat. They were very well catered for, it 
appeared. Mikasa saw that she'd have everything she'd ever need- 
everything except Eren anyways. 


"Where's Eren?" She asked Dumbledore. 


"Ah, you must be his friend, if you'll come with me I'm sure it won't do 
any harm for him to have visitors." 


"I'm coming, too," Armin added determinedly. Erwin gave them both 
permission then returned to his conversation with Levi. 


"And what would your names be?" Dumbledore asked as he began 
to lead them to Eren. 


"Mikasa Ackerman," Mikasa was sure he already knew their names, 
he just needed to match them to faces. As she told him her name, 


she didn't miss how his eyes lingered on her scar on her cheek for a 
few seconds. 


"Armin Arlert," Dumbledore greeted them both again. 


"The hospital wing isn't too far from here, we'll be there soon," he 
said lightly, like he was making small talk. 


"Hospital wing?" Armin exclaimed before Mikasa could beat him to it. 
"What happened?" 


"I'm afraid there was a titan attack. Eren displayed his... abilities and 
must have exhausted himself. He's slept through the weekend." 
Armin nodded grimly, they'd all been briefly filled in on the mission, 
about titans appearing here. 


The Hospital Wing was a lot bigger than Mikasa had been expecting. 
A lot more empty, too. Only two of the beds had curtains pulled 
around and Dumbledore wasted no time in pointing Mikasa to the 
right one. She jogged towards the bed, her chest heaving although 
she wasn't exerted in the slightest, and pulled back the thin white 
curtain with a shaky hand. 


Eren was safe. There he lay, sleeping, before her and tears sprang 
unbidden to her eyes. Her vision blurred as Armin moved around to 
the other side of the bed and took Eren's hand gently, as though he 
was checking Eren was really there. Mikasa sat on the edge of the 
bed, careful not to sit on Eren, and slowly leaned over him, bringing 
her arms behind his back and hugging him softly. She rested her 
head on his shoulder as she allowed the tears to fall. 


A low groan from vibrated against her body and Mikasa froze. 
"Mikasa, | think he's waking up!" Armin said, relieved. Mikasa pulled 


back to look at Eren's face, his eyebrows furrowing as he attempted 
to open his eyes. 


The first thing Eren noticed as he blearily tried to open his eyes was 
a warm weight pressed against him. Next he noticed dampness on 
his shoulder. Then he heard a familiar voice and his heart leapt. 


"Mikasa, | think he's waking up!" Armin? That was definitely Armin. 
But... was he dreaming? Was the whole Hogwarts thing a dream? 
Or where they here? Eren's eyes opened, refocussing and locking 
on to two familiar faces hovered expectantly over him. 


"Armin, Mikasa!" Eren mumbled, his throat dry and aching. How long 
had he been out this time? "What's going on?" 


"Everyone's here, Eren, we're on a mission now." Armin replied, 
smiling widely. 


"But don't worry about any of that now, just focus on getting better." 
Mikasa told him in a wobbly voice as she brushed some hair out of 
his eyes. Mikasa cleared her throat to level her tone. 


"| am better," Eren reassured them, "just a headache now." 


"That's good," Armin squeezed his hand, "it's good to Know you're 
alright. We were told you were dead, but we never gave up on you." 


"Thanks, guys," Eren said thickly, it felt unreal to finally see them. 
After being forced into this place so unexpectedly, after the stress of 
it all, after everything, just seeing Mikasa and Armin was 
overwhelming. He felt indescribably happy. 


Eren felt a tear roll down his face, he tried to brush it away with his 
free hand but another quickly replaced it. And that was all it took, 
really, for the three weary friends to come together on the hospital 
bed in a heartfelt hug, and cry. 


Chapter 12 


Chapter Twelve 


"You have all been called forth today for a rather interesting 
assembly," Dumbledore's friendly voiced echoed through the Hall, 
"for today | have an important announcement to make!" 


"Hermione turned to Harry and Ron where the three of them 
exchanged curious looks. "What do you think he means?" She 
asked. 


Ron shrugged, "I dunno," 


"| reckon it's probably something to do with that attack," Harry 
whispered, his eyes darting from his friends to Dumbledore and back 
again. Hermione nodded and the three of them returned their 
attention back to the headmaster. 


"To begin with, | would like to apologise for the lies surrounding Mr 
Ackerman and Mr Yeager," he cleared his throat, "you have been 
told that the two were from another school, visiting for research 
purposes. Though, by now, | presume that many of you here are 
aware that this isn't true. | believe that those of you whom witnessed 
the horrific attack on our school will have noticed that it was those 
two brave soldiers who defeated them-effectively protecting all of us 
in the process." The Hall broke out into murmurs and gossiping and 
Hermione tried to work out what the rea/ announcement was 
considering this was only his apology. 


Dumbledore asked for silence and continued, "Now, due to this 
attack, | thought it necessary to bring in a group of people far more 
fitted to the job of protecting our school should anything like that 
happen again. Now, I'd like you all to give a warm welcome to our 
new guests, whom will protect our beloved Hogwarts and all of the 
student body!" Dumbledore widened his arms and looked out to the 


double doors at the end of the Hall. Hermione, along with the 
majority of everyone else, looked expectantly in that direction. 


Gasps filled the air as the doors pushed open to reveal a large group 
of soldiers, that couldn't be much older than Hermione, led by Eren 
and Levi. A brunette girl and a shorter boy with a practically bald 
head were making a fuss over the ceiling and Hermione watched 
carefully as they joined Dumbledore. 


"I'm happy that Eren's okay and all that," Ron groaned, "but did he 
have to bring all his friends? That Levi geezer's scared me enough," 
he mumbled, eyeing all thirteen of the people passing through. At 
one point, Ron accidentally locked eyes with a rather tall and 
intimidating girl, who raised her eyebrow at him and Ron, ever the 
wimp, looked away in embarrassment. 


"I'd like to introduce you to the people who'll be staying with us for 
the rest of the year," Dumbledore said, "| hope you will welcome 
them into our community and treat them with respect. For now, | 
shall let them take over, I'm sure they have a few words to be said 
before we conclude." Hermione watched as Levi exchanged a few 
short words with a tall, blond man, the latter then stepping forwards 
out of the line he was standing in. 


"Thank you, Albus," the man said, sweeping his eyes across the 
room before continuing. "| am Commander Erwin Smith, and | think it 
would be best to introduce you to the rest of the squad before | 
begin, although you already know Captain Levi Ackerman and Eren 
Yeager." Hermione was suddenly distracted by the sound of 
snickering, Fred and George were the culprits, of course, and 
Hermione attempted to shut them up with a glare as they sniggered 
something about eyebrows. Erwin, undisturbed, pointed out each of 
the soldiers in turn as he introduced them, each person stepped 
forwards to their name and then fell back into the orderly line. 


"Mikasa Ackerman, Armin Arlert, Jean Kirstein, Sasha Braus, Connie 
Springer, Ymir, Krista Lenz, Reiner Braun, and finally Bertolt Hoover. 
These soldiers will be patrolling the grounds at any given time, they 


have permission to enter classes and do as they wish. Attempting to 
gain any classified information out of them will prove to be futile, 
none of them will give it to you." Erwin paused to gather his 
thoughts, allowing the information to sink in before he continued. 
"Additionally, | request that no one touched any of our equipment, it 
could result in a dangerous situation. And in finality, I'd like to thank 
everyone involved for welcoming us into the school, we shall do our 
utmost best to protect it alongside carrying out our own mission. 
Thank you for this opportunity." Then, Erwin bowed slightly and 
stepped smartly backwards into line to stand between Levi and 
Hange. 


Hermione clapped respectfully alongside the rest of the student body 
and Dumbledore took his place back behind his podium as he gave 
them permission to leave. It was getting late, so Hermione, Ron, and 
Harry made their ways back to the common room, almost feeling 
sorry for the heavy interrogation the soldiers would be subjected to 
tomorrow by nosey students. 


"Man," Connie sighed, rubbing the back of his neck, "there are so 
many kids here!" Sasha nodded sagely, watching as the remaining 
students filed out. 


"| know, but have you seen the size of this place?" She exclaimed, 
"it's just a matter of time until | get lost." 


"Yeah, right," Connie snorted, "I'd just have to wave some bread and 
you'd come running back! You're like some sort of animal!" He turned 
to face Sasha, laughing. 


"| would not!" Sasha crossed her arms, glaring at Connie. Connie 
looked like he was going to continue making jabs but before he could 
do so, Jean intervened. 


"Would you two just shut up? Don't you two fools grasp how serious 
this situation is?" Jean said harshly, effectively silencing them. Once 


the Hall was empty, save for their group and a couple of the 
teachers, Dumbledore included, Eren blew out a long sigh. 


"| can't believe this is happening..." he murmured. 


"Yeah, well get used to it, brat," Levi huffed, "you're going to be here 
for a lot longer." He turned his attention from Eren and to 
Dumbledore, "Thank you again, Albus, for granting us permission." 


"Ah," Dumbledore waved him off, "it's no problem, my friend, you're 
doing Hogwarts a favour. Now, why don't you go back to your room? 
I'm sure you all must be tired after this travel. I'll send some house 
elves up to deliver some food if you'd like, just for today whilst you 
get a handle on things." He told them. Eren was surprised at his 
kindness, he was far from the man that had threatened to spell him 
out of fear when he first arrived. 


Their common room was slightly different to what Eren remembered 
it being. For starters, the main room was longer than it used to be, 
and there were more doors now too. Eren jumped when a large hand 
clamped down on his shoulder. 


"We had a look around whilst you were sleeping your ass off in the 
hospital," Reiner laughed, "there's two separate dorms, boys and 
girls, and two separate bathrooms. But Erwin, Levi and Hange have 
their own rooms, the lucky bastards." 


"Wait, so we're all in one room then?" Reiner nodded. 


"Yeah, boys in one, girls in the other, | literally just told you that." 
Eren ignored him, a wistful smile on his face. 


"Reminds you of the trainee days, doesn't it, Eren?" Bertolt added, 
coming up to tower behind him, next to Reiner. 


"| guess so, | mean, we're all pretty familiar with sharing a room now 
anyways," Eren laughed, "we didn't get our own rooms in the Survey 


Corps either. Man the few days | got my own room here was the 
best!" 


"Ha! | bet it was!" Reiner laughed, clapping him on the shoulder, "still 
though, doesn't matter where we sleep, it's not gonna make this 
mission any easier! Looks like the food's here! Man, if there's one 
good thing that came from you getting eaten by that titan it was the 
look of this food!" 


"Reiner." Bertolt snapped, low and hurried with a worried face, 
motioning stiffly for Reiner to move away and effectively stopping 
him from saying anything else. Eren shook his head at the strange 
behaviour, furrowing his eyebrows at what Reiner had said to him. 
He had a strange feeling about it. Eren didn't remember ever telling 
Reiner about that abnormal titan he and Levi encountered, much 
less how they got to Hogwarts. Eren brushed it off anyways, he'd 
probably heard it from Levi or something whilst he was out. Eren 
joined Mikasa and Armin near one of the food-laden desks. 


The desks were pressed flush against the wall, leaving only one side 
open to get food, which was becoming a genuine struggle with how 
quickly Sasha was gathering sandwiches like an animal preparing for 
hibernation. Eren stretched his arm through the bodies to reach the 
plates, Jean giving him a dirty look when he accidentally knocked 
into him, and gathered some bacon, a couple of sandwiches, and 
some chocolate covered biscuits and then went over to sit on the 
large sofa to eat, sinking down blissfully into its comfort. He watched 
in nervous fascination as Hange stuffed herself with as much food as 
possible and then all but leapt over to the window seat that Krista 
was seated at. 


"We're outside the walls!" Hange shrieked, throwing her head back 
and punching the air. Krista visibly winced at the volume and shuffled 
not-so-subtly away. Eren wondered if the fact they were outside the 
wallswas only just now hitting her, or whether she'd been containing 
herself all this time. 


Hange pressed a clammy hand and an excited face to the cool glass 
of the window, looking outside with glee. "We actually are outside the 
walls!" She repeated, her voice slightly more gravelly. "| wonder what 
sort of creatures are out there, | wonder what the people are like, 
and | wonder what's really out there! Oh, the possibilities! If only | 
had my equipment with me, think of the experiments!" 


"Would you calm down, shitty-glasses?" Levi groaned, crossing his 
arms and staring into Hange's back as she continued to squint 
through the descending darkness in a futile attempt to see further. 


"But, Levi!" Hange's head whipped around to look at him, her 
glasses askew, in an awkward position on her nose, "look at 
everything! There's so much to see and so much-" 


"I've already been here over a week, shut up and maybe I'll tell you 
about it!" 


"Really? Do tell! I'm dying to know!" Hange pleaded, her hands 
clasped together under her chin, and Levi rolled his eyes and 
groaned. Eren looked away before either of them could make eye 
contact with him, not wanting to get involved. He got to his feet and 
stretched as Mikasa gathered his and Armin's empty plates under 
her own and stacked them neatly on the desk. 


"I'm going to bed," Eren sighed, running a tired hand through his hair. 
"I'm tired as hell." 


"Yeah, | think I'll turn in, too," Armin picked up his jacket and cloak 
from where he'd earlier discarded them. Mikasa nodded and 
followed them though, upon reaching the door to the boys' dorm, 
Eren turned to face her with a light frown. 


"Mikasa, you've got to go to the other dorm," he said. Mikasa shook 
her head. 


"| know you're tired, Eren, but without a doubt you're going to have 
many questions thrown your way when you walk through that door. | 


want to be there when it happens." She explained and Eren raised 
an eyebrow. 


"Questions?" He asked," | Suppose | can answer a few before | go to 
sleep. It's not that late | guess." 


"Okay," Mikasa nodded. 


"There's already people in there. | think Krista, Ymir, Sasha, and 
Jean are the only ones still in the main room." Armin shrugged, 
gingerly pushing the door open and stepping inside. The interior was 
similar to the Gryffindor dorms, except there were large banners 
hanging from the higher parts of the walls, the wings of freedom. 
Bertolt and Reiner were sitting on one of the furthest beds, talking in 
hushed voices with one another. They immediately ceased their 
conversation when they noticed Eren, looking to him with smiles. 


"Hey there!" Reiner greeted with a short wave of his hand. On the far 
side of the room, opposite Bertolt and Reiner, Connie yelped. 


"Dude!" He yelled, "Mikasa, what are you doing in here? | could've 
been naked for all you know!" 


"| don't care, I'm only-" 


"Here for Eren, yeah | know." He grumbled, throwing open a large 
wooden chest at the end of his bed and carefully placing his gear 
inside. Mikasa narrowed her eyes at Connie for a brief moment and 
then turned away. 


"Anyways," Eren began, "if any of you have any questions about 
what it's actually like at Hogwarts, now's the time to ask them." 


"Wait, So can we ask you what happened and stuff?" Connie perked 
up. 


"Yeah, | ‘spose so, I'll answer what | can." 


"We should do this in one sitting," Armin hummed, "I'll go and get 
everyone else, if you want?" 


"Yeah, okay, good thinking." Eren agreed, lowering himself onto the 
bed next to the one Bertolt and Reiner sat on. He didn't have to wait 
long before everyone, excluding their superiors, were crowded 
around the bed. 


"Well aren't you the popular one, you suicidal maniac," Jean smirked 
as he meandered over to the side of the bed. Eren's lips twitched 
into a smile. It didn't matter how annoying they all were or how much 
of an ass Jean could be, Eren was more than glad to have them all 
here. It was getting lonely at Hogwarts with only Levi for company. 
"Organising your own g and a session, don't let it get to your head, 
you aren't that special." Jean huffed jokingly. Eren laughed and gave 
them the go ahead. 


The Gryffindor common room was buzzing with excited students. For 
one, nobody was working on homework, secondly, barely anyone 
had gone up to the dorms yet-they were all far too busy discussing 
the new arrivals. Harry was sitting on the sofa, near the fireplace, 
absently rubbing his right hand and wincing at the pinch of pain. 
Realising what he was doing, he quickly stuffed his hand inside his 
robes, trying to look like he was casually sitting with his arms 
crossed. Or at least he would have done had Ron not noticed the 
wound beforehand, effectively cutting his conversation with 
Hermione short. 


"Harry, what's wrong with your hand?" Ron asked, Hermione glanced 
first at Ron and then to Harry's hands. Harry laughed nervously and 
raised his left hand. 


"Nothing's wrong with it," Ginny, who'd been sitting near the hearth, 
grabbed Harry's wrist whilst he was distracted. She gasped. 


"This isn't just nothing, Harry!" Hermione leaned over to get a better 
look. 


"Harry, why didn't you say anything? | thought Umbridge was just 
giving you detentions!" 


"Just leave it alone!" Harry snapped, pulling his wounded hand back 
to his body, / must not tell lies still firmly etched into the back. 


"You've gotta tell Dumbledore about this, mate, you can't just leave 
it. It's against the rules!" Ron exclaimed, exasperated. 


"No!" Harry shot back, "besides, I'm sure that Dumbledore already 
has enough to deal with without me coming along and adding to the 
pile." 


"But-" Hermione started. 


"No. And that's final. Besides, Eren got the same treatment and he's 
not moaning about it, is he?" 


"She did this to Eren, too?" Ginny cried. 
"Talking of Eren," a familiar voice interrupted. 


"What do you think of all these new folk?" Another voice finished. It 
was Fred and George. The sudden appearance of the Weasley twins 
gave Harry the opportunity to lighten the mood and change the 
subject. 


"| think it's a bit much," Harry said, turning on the sofa to face them. 
Harry caught Hermione glaring at him, he ignored her. 


"Well," said Fred, "| certainly see some grand opportunities unveiling 
themselves!" 


"Indeed, my dear brother," George nodded sagely, "I, too, am 
thinking of some rather... interesting situations." 


"What on earth are you two idiots on about?" Ginny asked, watching 
her brothers with confusion. Fred and George smiled and Harry felt 
vaguely uncomfortable as the two of them silently schemed. 


"Ah, dear sister, just wait and see!" George laughed. 

"You two are so inconsiderate!" Hermione snapped, "this is a very 
serious Situation, they're here to guard our school and you're thinking 
about pranks ?" 

"We never said that!" Fred slapped a hand to his chest in mock hurt. 


"Of course, we'd never dream of doing such a thing!" George 
finished. 


"Some of them could do with loosening up a little though," Harry 
murmured, thinking of Levi. A hand patted his shoulder. 


"Great minds think alike!" One of the twins praised him, he couldn't 
quite make it out. "Now, let us go dear Fred! " Ah, George then. 


"Of course my dear Georgie-boy!" 


"| swear, those two are going to get themselves into serious trouble 
one of these days," Hermione shook her head as they pranced away. 


"It would be great to see if Levi actually has emotions though," Ron 
sighed. 


"But still," Ginny huffed, "I'm going up to bed now, anyways. | have 
some homework to do before | go to sleep." 


"| suppose | could get some quick studying in, too." Hermione 
agreed. 


"Honestly? Studying?" Ron drawled in disbelief. Hermione glared to 
shut him before her face dropped into a serious mask. 


"Seriously though, Harry, | really think you should tell someone about 
your hand." 


"Can we just leave it? There's nobody to tell! And besides, telling 
would be like letting her win!" Harry argued. Ron dragged a hand 


through his hair. 


"Fine, fine, we'll leave it! But if it gets any worse then I'm saying 
something!" Ron warned. Harry knew that he was just trying to look 
out for him, but that didn't make it any less annoying. "Anyways, 
about what you said earlier, Eren got the same treatment?" 


"Yeah," Harry confirmed, "Eren got the exact same thing printed on 
his hand but..." He trailed off and Ron cocked his head to the side to 
encourage Harry to continue. 


"But what, Harry?" 


"But it was weird when it happened to Eren." Harry stated, deep in 
thought. 


"Why?" Ron urged. 


"Well, that was the time | told you he ran from detention. When he 
noticed the cut he just up and left, he was all panicky and stuff, like 
something was gonna happen. He kept going on that Umbridge 
didn't understand and that was when he started slipping up. But 
when he ran, | saw his hand and the cut had already healed. There 
was some weird vapour coming off of it too.” 


"Vapour? | think you're imagining things, Harry!" Ron lowered his 
voice as the crowd in the common room began to thin out. Harry 
hummed. 


"Maybe | did," he agreed, "but I'll bet anything it's to do with that 
giant he became. It all links together... | don't Know how but it must. 
Hermione's way better at figuring this stuff out than we are." 


"Agreed," Ron held up his hand. 
"But still, things are getting pretty weird at Hogwarts lately." 


"Yeah, first the Ministry and then Eren and Levi and now the whole 
‘protect-Hogwarts-from-giant-naked-monsters-squad," Ron and 


Harry laughed. 


"At least the attention is off me for a while," Harry breathed, looking 
away. 


“Yup.” 


"| think we should try and get along with Eren after all," Harry mused, 
pushing his glasses back up his nose and looking back at Ron. 


"Yeah, | guess underneath it al he must be an alright guy. I'm still a 
bit scared of him though." 


"Ron, you're scared of everything." 


"... Shut up." 


Somewhere in the soldiers' dorm room, Eren sneezed. Mikasa was 
by his side instantly. 


"Are you okay Eren?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine, Mikasa!" Eren wrinkled his nose and swatted her 
away. 


"Man," Jean drawled, leaning backwards on the bed. He sat propped 
up with his hands behind him. "Hogwarts sounds amazing," 


"It really does!" Krista agreed, clasping her hands together, "! would 
really like to see what's outside though, it's too dark to see now." 


"Yeah, we should go out there tomorrow," Ymir decided, leaning 
forwards with her elbows resting on her knees. 


"| can't wait!" Sasha grinned, elbowing Connie in the ribs, silently 
asked him for the same. He nodded to her. 


"| think I'll head to the library tomorrow," Armin said thoughtfully. 
Reiner huffed. 


"We're finally outside the wallsand all you can think about are 
books!" He said good-naturedly. Armin looked down with a shy smile, 
fiddling with the hem of the blanket he was sat on. 


"But | heard that the library here is massive," he said quietly, his 
eyes shining, "I'll still go outside though, | wouldn't ever give that 
chance up!" Eren put a hand on Armin's shoulder. 


"The outside world, huh?" He asked, smiling widely. Armin laughed 
and beamed back. 


"| can't wait!" 


"Ah, don't go getting all sentimental on us now!" Jean sat back up 
from where he'd been laying on the bed. 


"Shut up, bastard," Eren snapped, though without any anger. He 
couldn't really muster any anger at the moment. 


"Don't you think we should be getting to sleep soon?" Bertolt 
scratched the back of his head. Eren could sense Mikasa tensing 
beside him. 


"No!" Connie yelled, "| Saw we stay up and party!" 


"Yeah, well have your damn party out there, | don't wanna hear it!" 
Ymir dismissed him. "Well, I'm off then." 


"I'm going, too." Krista rose to her feet. Next Sasha left the room, 
and finally Mikasa, who gave Eren a quick hug before retreating to 
the girls' dorm. The looks Jean gave Eren didn't go unnoticed by 
him, but Eren chose to preserve the mood and not say anything 
about it. 


It wasn't everyday one of your greatest wishes was granted. 


Chapter 13 


Chapter Thirteen 


Harry awoke the following morning feeling oddly calm. He'd had the 
first true night of sleep since returning to Hogwarts, the first week 
back hadn't been easy. It had been stressful and strange amongst a 
colourful array of other things. He lay there for a moment, deep in 
thought, watching as the dust caught the sunlight and swirled 
downwards until it reached a surface to cling to. With a quiet sigh, as 
everyone else in his dorm was still asleep, Harry heaved himself out 
of bed and got ready for the days classes. 


The common room was a barren landscape, so he took a seat in his 
favourite armchair, near the fireplace even though it wasn't lit and 
once comfortably settled, Harry unrolled a short piece of parchment 
he'd brought with him. Today he was going to attempt to write to 
Sirius. The past few times he'd tried, over the weekend, he'd been 
disturbed by one thing or another, however right now it was quiet and 
peaceful. He doubted many people would question what he was 
doing even if he was caught - writing a letter wasn't exactly out of the 
ordinary. 


Balancing his ink on the armrest of the chair, Harry carefully dipped 
his quill into the pot before hovering his hand over the parchment, 
unsure of how to start the letter. Too many questions were burning 
away at his brain, ready to be written into words and yet it wasn't that 
simple. He knew that he had to word everything in a way that would 
make no sense to any letter-thieves that his message happened to 
come across. Pushing his glasses further up his nose slightly with 
his left hand, Harry collected his thoughts and went for it. He set the 
quill down on the parchment and began his letter. 


Dear Snuffles, 


Hope you're OK, the first week back here has been both terrible and 
strange. | hope that this week will be a little better, however | don't 
think it will be nearly as interesting as the last. 


We've got a new Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher, Professor 
Umbridge. She's nearly as nice as your mum. I'm writing because 
that thing | wrote to you about last summer happened again last 
night when I was doing a detention with Umbridge. Also, | think the 
new people at our school may have some connection. 


We're all missing our biggest friend, we hope he'll be back soon. 
Please write back quickly. 

All the best, 

Harry. 


After rereading the letter through multiple times, attempting to see it 
from the view of an outsider, he decided that it was safe to send. No- 
one would know who he was talking about, would they? Harry also 
hoped that he'd pick up on the hints he'd left without seeming too 
blatantly obvious. Like when Hagrid might be back at school, or what 
happened to him. He also decided not to put too much into the letter 
about Eren and the others just in case there really was something 
going on with them being at Hogwarts. He just couldn't risk exposing 
too much information in a letter; there were some things that had to 
be talked about face-to-face. After re-reading the letter one more 
time, Harry carefully sealed the parchment before climbing through 
the portrait hole and heading for the Owlery to post it so he'd still 
have time for breakfast before classes started. 


Then, suddenly, as Harry turned into a passage, Nearly Headless 
Nick drifted through a wall and hovered nearby warningly. 


"| would not go that way if | were you, Harry," he said with a nervous 
face. 


"What? Why not?" Harry questioned. 


"Peeves is planning something,” Nick explained, "and it involves both 
the next person to pass through and the bust of Paracelsus." 


Sighing, annoyed, Harry figured out what Peeves was going to do. 
"He's going to push Paracelsus on top of the person's head, isn't 
he?" 


"Yes, he is." Nearly Headless Nick shook his head somewhat tiredly. 
And then, before Harry could so much as turn around to begin to 
walk the other way, there was a great crashing noise, followed by a 
pained yell and a hell of a lot of cursing. Harry ran, wide-eyed, 
towards the source of the sound and found himself watching as a 
disorientated soldier struggled to pick himself up off the floor. 


"Shit!" He cursed as he cradled a hand against his head. The soldier 
didn't look much older than Harry, maybe eighteen or nineteen at 
most, and even crumpled on the floor Harry could see he was pretty 
tall. 


"Hey, you okay?" Harry called, stuffing his letter into his trouser 
pocket. The soldier groaned as he looked up, his head was bleeding. 


"Yeah. Um'fine," He slurred out. Maybe he had a concussion? That 
bust was pretty heavy. 


"Here, let me help." Harry muttered, kicking pieces of the smashed 
bust out of the way to clear a path, all the while Peeves cackled 
loudly above them, singing another of his ridiculous songs. "What's 
your name?" 


"Jean!" A new voice called, "Jean, what happened?" It was a blond 
boy with a sort of bowl cut. The second soldier ran towards them, his 
gear clanking loudly and causing a ruckus in Harry's eardrums. He 
could only imagine what it was doing for Jean. 


"Armin?" Jean called slowly as he turned to look, hissing lowly at the 
pain in his head. 


"Jean, what happened?" Armin repeated, pulling one of Jean's arms 
over his shoulder and, with visible strain, hefted him onto his feet. 
Feeling stupid for just standing and watching, Harry awkwardly 
wrapped Jean's other arm around his shoulders to help Armin 
support the weight he would've been practically dragging otherwise. 


"O-oh, sorry about this," Armin told Harry, as if noticing for the first 
time he was there. 


"It's fine." Harry reassured, "Peeves does this sort of thing to people 
all the time. If we just get him to the Hospital Wing Madame Pomfrey 
can fix him up in a second." Armin nodded, asking for Harry to lead 
the way. 


"Fgn ghost... pushin’ stuff on m'head..." Jean grumbled, blinking as 
a droplet of blood dripped over his eye. 


"Try not to talk, Jean, you might have a concussion or something. 
What were you doing down here anyways? | tried to go after you but 
| got lost." Armin told him. 


"| was hungry. Lookin’ for the Great Hall and-" Jean growled, "got 
lost." 


"You should've just waited! Eren was about to head down there, he 
was going to show us where it is, so that we don't get lost!" Armin 
sighed. Jean gave a noise of disapproval. 


"| don't need that suicidal bastard t'show me," Jean mumbled 
venomously. 


"The Hospital Wing is just over this way..." Harry said quietly, 
helping Armin to steer Jean. He tried to ignore the fact that Jean was 
much taller than the both of them. 


Twenty minutes, a sore head and some bandages later, Jean, Armin, 
and Harry found themselves sitting in the Great Hall surrounded by 
Hermione, Ron, Eren and Mikasa. Jean sat with his arms tightly 
folded, staring off to the side with his face set in a scowl, the effect, 
however, was lost to the white bandage wrapped tightly around his 
head, ruffling his hair into a birds nest. Trying to ignore everyone 
around him, Jean haughtily reached over and snatched up a piece of 
toast, which promptly ripped in half upon being pulled in the opposite 
direction by a another person. He lifted his stare and Jean locked 
eyes with his competitor. 


Eren. 
It just had to be Eren, didn't it. 


Good, he'd been looking for a reason to have an argument. It wasn't 
as if he hated Eren, that wasn't the case at all - in fact, Jean 
considered Eren a friend - but that didn't mean he couldn't still hate 
his guts. 


"Oi, you bastard! Let give me that back!" Jean yelled, making Harry, 
who was sitting next to him, jump. Armin, on the other hand, stayed 
exactly as he was, used to these sudden shouting matches. 


"What?! No! This is my toast!" Eren yelled back. He attempted to 
stand up but was gently pulled back down my Mikasa. 


"But / touched it first, you idiot!" Jean slammed his hands down on 
the table. 


"How did you?! | was the one who had it first! Maybe you should 
have been looking where you put your hands!" Eren countered, 
stuffing the limp and crumpled toast into his mouth, all in one, with a 
victorious smile. 

"You wanna fight, you suicidal bastard?!" 


"Yeah! Bring it on, you horse-faced loser!" 


"Would you both just please calm down?" Hermione suddenly said 
sternly as both Eren and Jean slammed their hands down on the 
table and began to stand. Eren and Jean simultaneously turned to 
look at her, neither of them were sure whether or not they should 
shout at Hermione for butting in, or sit down and shut up. 


"Tsk." Jean slumped back down into his seat, huffing. "I'm not the 
one who started it." He muttered. 


"You're both causing a scene." Mikasa pointed out, gesturing to the 
faces of all the students who were gaping at them. Jean felt his face 
heat up slightly in embarrassment. At that, Eren also regained his 
seat, pointedly grabbing another piece of toast. That little shit had 
taken the last piece of his favourite toast. Eren didn't even like that 
toast. Bastard. 


"Thank the lord those two morons finally shut their traps," Ymir 
sighed as she leaned backwards on the bench. Many of the students 
seated across the table were staring at her as she gave a large yawn 
and stretched her arms into the air. She was still tired, it had been a 
pretty eventful day yesterday. As Ymir brought her arms down, she 
accidentally knocked the clip out from the back of her hair. Cursing, 
she reached down to pick it up. 


Beating her to it, Krista tried to hand it back to her. "Here," She 
smiled. 


"Oh, thanks, Krista. Hey, you think you could put it in for me? My 
arms ache." Ymir asked, rolling her shoulders emphatically. 


"Yep, no problem!" 


"What are you? A married couple?" A voice sneered from 
somewhere on the table. Ymir scoffed, she knew before she'd even 
sat down that this table was just going to be full of idiotic brats who 
didn't know how to keep their mouths closed. These were Slytherins 
if she remembered correctly. 


Raising a single eyebrow, Ymir countered, "So what if we are," 


"Wait," another kid's smile slipped from his face, he looked like a 
First-Year, "y-you mean you're actually a couple?" 


Smirking, Ymir continued, only to be cut off. "Totally, we've b-" 
"Ymir!" Krista scolded. "No, we aren't a couple! We're just friends!" 


"Hey, | was just having a little fun!" Ymir laughed, watching as Krista 
turned a faint shade of red. 


"Well don't if you're going to go around telling kids stuff like that!" 
She huffed, crossing her arms over her chest in weak anger. Ymir 
could easily tell that she wasn't being serious. 


"Kids?" A pompous boy with platinum blond hair and a stuck-up 
attitude spat. "We aren't kids ! How old are you anyways? You can't 
be much older than us!" 


"Old enough to beat your ass." Ymir retorted with a short laugh. 


"I'm sixteen and Ymir is eighteen." Krista supplied, ignoring Ymir's 
statement. The blond kid gave a loud tut before replying. 


"Like | said, you're barely older than me! How the hell are you in the 
military? Hell how are any of you? Is the military that desperate that 
they employ kids where you're from? Wow, no wonder you're all 
freaks like that Eren and Levi!" 


"| suggest you shut your mouth before | come over there and shut it 
for you, you goddamn brat!" Ymir hissed in a dangerously low voice. 
Krista was slightly startled by Ymir's passionate reaction, normally 
one to let this sort of thing slide. Although, that kid really did have no 
idea what he was saying. He was being pretty offensive. 


"Ymir," Krista whispered. "Let's leave. Why don't we go and have a 
look around. We're outside the walls don't forget," She added the last 
part quietly and almost to herself in a sort of afterthought. Beside 


her, Ymir narrowed her eyes, still staring that insulting little brat 
down. 


"In a moment. | want to beat that kid into the ground first!" 


"No, c'mon, leave it," Krista urged, still confused as to why Ymir was 
so on-edge today. Standing, Krista placed a hand on Ymir's 
shoulder. 


"Fine." Ymir spat, "But if that little shit tries anything again, I'm not 
holding back." 


" Ymir!" Krista scolded with finality. Scowling, Ymir rose to her feet 
before following behind Krista and out of the Great Hall. As they 
passed in between the Ravenclaw and Slytherin tables, Krista was 
oblivious to the glances shared between Ymir and Bertolt and 
Reiner. 


Soon after Ymir and Krista left, the volume on the Gryffindor table 
began to rise once again, however this time is wasn't because of 
Eren and Jean. The morning post had arrived, bringing with it the 
Daily Prophet, what Eren had learned to be the Wizarding equivalent 
of a newspaper. To begin with, Hermione had just been scanning 
through articles at random, shaking her head amusedly, however 
once she reached a specific place her eyes widened as her lips 
parted in a loud gasp. 


"... Sirius!" She whispered in an urgent voice, instantly catching the 
attention of Ron and Harry. 


"What? What happened?" Harry exclaimed in a hushed voice so he 
didn't catch the attention of the people sitting around them, he 
reached over the table in a hurry and snatched the paper away with 
such force that it ripped down the middle, leaving he and Hermione 
both holding half. Recovering from her state of shock, Hermione 
brought the paper closer to her face and read the text aloud. 


™ The Ministry of Magic has received a tip-off from a reliable source 
that Sirius Black, notorious mass murderer... " she mumbled 
inaudibly through the next few lines, "... is currently hiding in 
London!" 


"I'll bet anything it was Lucius Malfoy, he must've recognised Sirius 
on the platform!" 


"What do you mean?" Ron said, alarmed, "You never said that-" Ron 
was cut off when Hermione continued to read from the paper. 


™ Ministry warns Wizarding community that Black is very 
dangerous... killed thirteen people... broke out of Azkaban...' and 
the rest is just usual Ministry rubbish." Hermione lay down her half of 
the paper and looked fearfully to her friends. "He's just not going to 
be able to leave the house for-" 


"Hold up a moment!" Jean interrupted, and Harry, sitting next to him, 
gave him a dirty look. 


"What?" Harry asked irritably. 


"Why the hell are you getting so worked up over this Sirius guy? | 
mean, if he's killed all those people and broken out of prison, 
shouldn't you stay out of it? And do you mean to stay that you know 
where this guy is? Are you sheltering a prisoner? | don't get it," Jean 
said. 


"| think you should stay out of it!" Harry snapped, "It's none of your 
business! Sirius did nothing wrong!" 


"Harry," Ron urged, "just calm down, alright? It's not like it's his fault 
or anything." 


"Besides," Hermione added, "they're new here, they aren't going to 
know any more about Sirius than what they're told." 


"| know- it's just- Ugh... look, I'm sorry," Harry grumbled before 
looking back to his half of the newspaper. "Wait a second, there's 
more..." 


"What? More on Sirius?" Ron asked. Harry shook his head. 


"No, it's someone else, here, look..." Harry pushed the paper into the 
centre of the table so that Hermione and Ron could also read the 
article. Eren, Armin, Jean and Mikasa also tried to catch a glimpse. 
Eren, not really too fast at reading, didn't manage to catch all of it 
before Harry leaned over the paper to discuss with Ron and 
Hermione, although from what he could tell, a break-in had occurred. 
Some guy named ‘Sturgis Podmore’ or something like that. 


"Wait a second,” Ron scrunched his eyebrows together in thought, 
"Sturgis Podmore? | know him! He's one of the Ord-" 


"Ron shut up!" Hermione hissed quickly, glancing, panicked, at Eren, 
Armin, Mikasa, and Jean. 


"We'll talk about this later." Harry stated, although Eren could tell that 
he just meant when they were alone. Something wasn't right here, 
and Eren figured it was payback time for all the prying and doubting 
Harry had done to him. 


Lessons were just starting for the day at Hogwarts and Sasha and 
Connie had unfortunately, though expectedly, both slept in. Connie 
had been the first to wake up out of the pair but upon realising that 
there was no-one else in the room he quickly found that he'd 
overslept. 


He wandered, bare-footed, out of the room and gently knocked on 
the door to the girls' dorm, pressing his ear to the door when he got 
no response; he could faintly hear snoring so he figured it was okay 
to let himself in, already having a pretty good idea of who it was. 
There he found Sasha, alone in the dorm, and also deep in sleep. 
Connie contemplated just leaving her alone but he was starving, in 


dire need of sustenance, and it would be traitorous to plan an 
excursion to the kitchens without her. Planning his means of attack, 
Connie tiptoed over to Sasha's bed and stared down at her, he 
thought about shouting in her ear or poking her awake but they were 
just not good enough. In the end, after much scrutiny, Connie finally 
decided on grabbing a pillow from the bed next to hers and hitting 
her in the face with it. At first, Sasha didn't even flinch, she continued 
sleeping as though she hadn't felt a thing, but when Connie tried it a 
second time, she swiftly caught the pillow in her arms, accidently 
yanking Connie on top of her. 


"Hey!" She exclaimed, "get off, you're heavy!" 

Heat rose in Connie's cheeks, "i-idiot. That was your fault!" It was 
silent for a moment as Connie stood back up, and then Sasha's 
stomach groaned. 

"Oh man... I'm so hungry," Sasha whimpered, wrapping her arms 
around herself as her stomach once again made itself very much 
known. 

"Well get up then! Once we've found food we've got the day off to 
explore! We're outside the walls remember!" Connie laughed, it was 
clear how excited he was. 


"Oh yeah! C'mon then what are we waiting for?" Sasha exclaimed as 
she practically leapt out of bed. 


"Hey, um, Sasha?" Connie raised an eyebrow, glancing at the wall 
and then back at Sasha. 


"What?" She stopped in her tracks and turned around. 
“Put some trousers on." 


"... dammit." 


Connie left the dorm and closed the door behind him to give Sasha a 
chance to get dressed. In the meantime, Connie grabbed a change 
of uniform he'd brought with him and went to the bathroom to get 
ready. Once the both of them were presentable, they headed 
towards the general direction of the Great Hall in the hopes that 
there would still be food there. Luckily, Sasha had a great memory 
for directions and remembered how to get to the Hall. They were 
both thoroughly disappointed to discover that they'd missed the food. 


Just as they were about to drop to their knees and engage in 
dramatic woeful weeping, they heard footsteps behind them, they 
turned and found two identical looking people standing there, their 
saviours. 

"If you're looking for food," the one of them began with a smirk, 
"Then we can fix you right up!" the other finished. 

"Follow us, my friends," 


"For the most magnificent sight," 


"You'll ever see at Hogwarts!" 


Chapter 14 


Chapter Fourteen 


The kitchen was magnificent. No, magnificent was an 
understatement. The kitchen was far, far more than magnificent. It 
was Holy. A place of God. Pure beauty. It was extraordinarily large, 
the ceiling was much higher and much more intricate than what they 
had imagined it would be. Mounds of haphazardly stacked pots and 
pans made from glittering brass were heaped in shining masses 
against and around smooth stone walls, which were dully reflecting 
the warm light radiating from a large bricked fireplace lit with gently 
flickering flames. 


However, it was neither this benevolent vision nor the mouth- 
watering aroma, surprisingly, that caught Sasha and Connie's 
attention more thoroughly than the petite, large-eared, creatures 
tottering about the kitchen on their spindly legs. In their arms were 
trays of exquisite and expensive-looking food - the sorts of which 
Sasha expected to find being neatly served onto the pristine white 
tablecloth before the King and other noblemen. 


"Beautiful, isn't it?" A voice broke Sasha out of her reverie. She 
turned to see one of the boys who'd brought them here smiling 
wistfully into the distance. Either Fred or George, though she had no 
idea how to tell which he was. Her gut tells her Fred. 


"Oh, my dear brother," other twin wiped a none-existent tear from his 
eye, "come now; let us leave these younglings to their feast!" Connie 
reached to grab a hold of possibly-George's arm as he made a move 
to leave back through the peculiar painting they'd entered through. 


"H-hold on a second!" Connie exclaimed rather loudly, causing one 
or two of the bat-eared creatures to flinch at the sudden startle. 


"A second will be held," said possibly-George, ceasing his large 
strides. Possibly-Fred also halted, crossing his arms over his chest 
and looking to Connie. 


"Whatever is the matter, my young friend?" Asked possibly-Fred, 
uncrossing his arms only to place a hand on Connie's, near-hairless, 
head; Sasha smothered a giggle behind her sweaty hand. 


"G-get off me! What's the big idea?" He hurriedly slapped possibly- 
Fred's hand away from him with a scowl, he sighed in annoyance 
before speaking again. "| was going to say; what if we get lost? | 
mean, me and Sasha don't know our way around here yet!" 


A squeaky unfamiliar voice replied, "Dobby will help yous!" 


"Wah!" Sasha cried, snapping her hands to her chest as she visibly 
jumped away from the voice. 


"Here, Dobby'll help you!" Possibly-George supplied, gesturing down 
to the elfish being. Then, with a further few words of parting, the 
twins exited the kitchens and left Connie and Sasha in the capable 
hands of Dobby. Connie furrowed his eyebrows and crouched down 
to make direct eye-contact. Sasha was quick to follow his lead, also 
squatting down, bracing her hands on the wooden floor beneath her. 


"SO," Connie instigated in a questioning voice, "Dobby, huh?" 
Dobby's head nodded repeatedly at a hurried speed, making his 
large ears flap like a sheet in gale-force winds. Sasha asked another 
question to save Dobby the trauma of having his head fall off from 
the unnecessary nodding. 


"What exactly are you, Dobby?" 


Ceasing his nodding, Dobby replied in an anxious voice. "Dobby is a 
proud house-elf, who serves his masters here at Hogwarts!" 


"A house-elf?" Connie hummed, "So... is that like a servant ora 
slave something?" 


"No! Dobby is no slave! Dobby enjoys his days at Hogwarts! But, 
yes, Dobby does serve his masters. But Dobby doesn't mind, Dobby 
likes to be of help!" 


Looking about the kitchen, Sasha noticed other house-elves peering 
at them, their eyes bulging as they watched; it was hard to determine 
what they thought of them. Although by no means did they appear 
hostile, so Sasha pressed on. 


"Hey, do you guys prepare the meals here then?" She lifted her right 
hand from the floor and patted her grumbling stomach, "cause I'm 
starving!" Another house-elf approached them, standing close to 
Dobby's side as their stick-thin limbs trembled beneath the rags they 
wore as clothing. 


"Y-yes, we d-do!" Its voice was distinctly female. She was shorter 
than Dobby, though her ears were considerably longer. 


"Well, do you think we could grab something to eat?" Connie's face 
split into a wide smile as he spoke, overjoyed that he was finally 
going to get some food in his system. 


"Of course!" The female house-elf replied, bowing slightly. She 
smiled in return, revealing a mouth filled with darkened teeth, looking 
as though they'd never once been brushed. "W-what would the 
young masters like?" 


"What would we like?" Connie echoed thoughtfully, placing a hand 
over his chin as he thought. Sasha quickly asked what the house- 
elves had, which led to a mouth-watering list of foods she'd never 
tried. All-in-all, it was safe to say that both Sasha and Connie left the 
Hogwarts kitchens content and with full-stomachs. 


Dumbledore nodded his head slowly in understanding as Levi, 
Erwin, and Hange each took turns in speaking. Once again, Levi 
found himself in Dumbledore's office. He was pretty sure he'd spent 
more time here than any other place in the school - between them, 


he and Eren had more than likely visited Dumbledore more often 
than the members of staff here at Hogwarts. 


"So it is definitely fine if we use this ‘Quidditch’ field for training when 
it is not in use by the school?" Erwin asked, his right hand scrawling 
notes down with a greying quill onto a sheet of parchment. Levi 
watched for a few moments as his Commander pushed the 
parchment back down to the desk as it attempted to coil back around 
itself. 


"Yes, so long as there are no lessons or practices going on at that 
moment in time." Dumbledore agreed, "I'm sure we can make a 
timetable or something of the sort," 


Hange suddenly leaned further forwards in her plush seat. "What 
about that grand-looking forest? You know what I'm on about right? | 
saw it from the dormitory window and | must say that it looks quite 
mysterious!" 


Dumbledore sighed, gently stroking his silvery beard as though lost 
deep in thought. The skin between his thin eyebrows creased slightly 
as he furrowed them. "I think it would be best if, for now, you stayed 
out of that forest. It is not called the 'Forbidden Forest' for no reason, 
after all." 


"| heard from the kids that there's all sorts of creatures in there," Levi 
added, crossing his arms over his chest as he leaned further back 
into his dark, leathery chair. 


Dumbledore hummed, "yes, there are indeed many different 
creatures. Although not all are dangerous, I'd much rather prefer it if 
you stayed away. The Centaurs, especially, may not take kindly to 
foreign peoples stepping foot in the forest. I'd also like to minimize 
the injuries acquired whilst here, and though | do not doubt your 
abilities, these are magical creatures, and so, of course, they have 
different properties. | hope you can understand." 


Hange slumped down a little, appearing downcast for a few 
moments before another idea took its place. "These 'creatures'’, 
would | ever be able to see one?" 


"| am sure, if you have the time, you can go and observe a 'Care of 
Magical Creatures' lesson," Dumbledore smiled warmly. He rubbed 
his hands together as a grim expression once again crept across his 
wrinkled face. "Now," he began, "about the titans." Levi felt his 
stomach clench at the mention of them but his face remained a 
mask. Despite the attack being not too long ago Levi had found 
himself becoming much too relaxed in this setting, he needed to be 
alert at all times. 


"Yes," Erwin rolled the parchment up and tucked it neatly into a 
pocket on the interior of his military jacket. "| believe we should issue 
a protocol in the case of another attack. We must minimize the risks 
of any student or staff injury or fatality as much as possible." 
Dumbledore's lips pursed tightly at the mention death, even though 
Levi was positive this man before him had witnessed some terrible 
things in his time, he was almost sure the prospect of having both 
students and staff alike killed and devoured by man-eating beasts 
had to rank near the top. 


"How do you warn people of the dangers where you're from?" 
Dumbledore questioned as he clasped his hands together on top of 
a pile of papers at his desk. 


"Ah, well you must understand that until roughly six years ago, we 
had been safe from threat due to the walls. However, we are 
nowhere near advanced as your people must be, especially with 
magic, SO we issue a warning through the use of bells." Erwin 
explained slowly, making sure to include all the details. "However our 
methods are not the most effective. Due to the limited area of human 
territory, even if the bells were to ring ten minutes in advance, 
humans would still perish due to lack of supplies - such as food and 
clean water." 


"That sounds terrible." Dumbledore kept eye contact with Erwin for a 
few moments. "Is there any other methods you use?" 


"Only when we're outside the wallsscouting." Levi stated. 


"Once we're in Titan territory we use a signal system Erwin came up 
with," Hange supplied, pushing her glasses up her nose. Erwin 
nodded gravely. 


"Yes, we use signal flares to determine what the squadron does 
next. We have different coloured signals for each event. Although 
that system has many flaws and would most likely be ineffective 
here." Erwin glimpsed at Levi as he spoke, Levi looked away. 


Hange gave a low hum, "There's always the Garrison..." 
"Garrison?" Probed Dumbledore. 


Hange gave a single, slow nod, her eyebrows pinched together as 
she thought. "We have a branch of the military that patrol and 
maintain the walls... But | don't think there's enough of us to patrol 
the entire school all the time. Or there might be if we use our brains 
in how we station each soldier," 


"| see where you're coming from, four-eyes," Levi agreed, "I think if 
we strategically placed soldiers in the most likely points of attack, 
then we should be able to pull it off." 


"For now at least," said Erwin. "I think that if needed, we may have to 
change that method - although it should work for now." 


"We're also going to need a safe point for students. A place to 
evacuate them to if needed." 


Dumbledore sighed deeply. "I would rather like to have all the 
students sent home, it appears much too dangerous for them here. | 
doubt the Ministry would hear of it, they'd probably presume it was 
all a ploy-" 


There was a sudden knock on the door. "Come in!" Dumbledore 

called, looking past Erwin, Hange, and Levi to the direction of the 
door. It creaked open and a horribly familiar face darted from the 
space between the open door and the wall. 


"| do hope I'm not interrupting anything!" It was none other than 
Umbridge. Levi hadn't seen her around for a while, not like he 
wanted to; he could gladly live the rest of his life without having to 
see her face again once. 


"Not at all, Dolores. What is it?" Dumbledore forced a jovial smile. 


Umbridge then pushed the door open a little further and held up a 
thick handful of papers. She had the most disgusting look on her 
face, like she was about to do something that she knew everyone 
would hate. 


"| think you know what this is about, Albus." 


"Ah," came Dumbledore's terse reply. "I'm afraid we shall have to 
continue our discussion at a later date. Please go ahead and get 
yourselves accustomed to the school and take a look around before 
settling your stations out." 


Erwin was the first to rise to his feet, looking down at Umbridge as 
she stepped through the doorway and up to where Dumbledore was 
seated at his desk. They bid him goodbye before exiting the office, 
the last thing Levi heard before the door closed was Dumbledore 
tiredly telling Umbridge to take a seat. 


"Amazing," Armin exhaled as he craned his neck to peer around yet 
but another grand bookcase. The shelves were full to the brim with 
books, some more so than others. There were also piles of books 
magically returning from a dusty pile on the floor black to their 
Original places on the bookshelves. Armin found it extremely difficult 
to grasp that magic was, in fact, real - despite the fact that there was 
some being performed right before his eyes. 


It was just after classes and whilst Harry and Ron had taken their 
leave to attend Quidditch practise (which Eren, Mikasa, and Jean 
had gone watch out of curiosity), Hermione had kindly allocated 
herself into the role of a tour guide to show Armin to the library. 
However, Armin had long since ceased listening to Hermione babble 
on about facts and myths and legends and God knows what else 
regarding the library, and had instead focused his attention on how 
exactly so many books had been condensed into one room. 


Armin was almost positive he had entered Holy territory. 


"SO," Hermione swivelled around, turning to face an awestruck 
Armin, her face broke into a smile at Armin's reaction to the Library, 
"what do you think?" 


"|-it's amazing !" Armin ran a hand through his hair, momentarily 
feeling a cool breeze tickle his forehead as he lifted his fringe away 
from his face before it fell back down again. "I don't think I've ever 
seen so many books in one place! | have no idea where to start!" 


"Well, | can always give you some recommendations, though I'm not 
too sure whether you'll be able to understand some of them - I-I'm 
not saying that you're stupid or anything like that, but many of them 
discuss complex magical theories and being as you've only just 
learned magic was even real | just thought that-!" Armin rubbed the 
back of his neck with one hand, using the other to wave his hand ina 
motion meant to reassure Hermione it was okay as he cut her off. 


"It's fine! | get what you mean, don't worry!" He thought for a 
moment, deciding what to say next before a sudden thought struck 
him. "Hey, you wouldn't happen to have any books on the ‘outside 
world’, would you?" 


"The... ‘Outside world’...? What do you mean...?" Hermione 
questioned curiously. Armin gave a light laugh. That's right, this /s 
the outside world, or at least their version of it, so of course she 
wouldn't have a clue what he was talking about. Keeping that in 
mind, Armin tried a different approach. 


"What about books about the world? Maybe about the fiery water or 
the fields of sand? What about the sea? Isn't it full of salt? And | read 
that it covers up most of the Earth's surface! Is that true?" Armin 
babbled on. 


"Fiery water? fields of- Oh! You mean like deserts and lava?" 
Hermione asked once it clicked in her mind. Armin's face lit up. 


"Is that what they're called? Please could you tell me more?" He 
asked eagerly. 


"Let's go and sit at a table then." 


"Okay, how about over there?" Armin pointed out a small table near 
a window. Thin streams of light wavered in as the sun steadily 
continued its descent. It was still relatively light outside but it 
probably wouldn't be for much longer. This sort of thing was really 
messing up Armin's internal clock. Nevertheless, the two walked 
over and each took a seat. Armin found it reasonably difficult to get 
situated in the chair with his gear constantly getting caught on the 
corner of the table. It clanked noisily as he settled down; earning a 
rather sharp shush from a passing woman who Armin presumed was 
the librarian. 


"Can't you just take your gear off for now? It must be so 
uncomfortable to sit like that," Hermione looked to Armin with 
confusion. 


Armin grimaced as he hit his knee off the underside of the table, the 
pain ricocheting through his leg for a moment. "I can't," he answered 
simply, "| have orders to ensure that | wear my gear at all times just 

in case of an emergency." 


"But | really doubt that anything is going to happen now, whilst you're 
in the library," Hermione countered, seemingly bent on getting Armin 
to remove it. Armin wasn't sure whether she was just concerned or 
whether the weaponry was causing her to feel uneasy. 


"Eren was at a detention with Harry the last time the titans attacked, 
I'll bet nobody was expecting that either," Armin didn't intend for it to 
come out as harsh, so he quickly backtracked. "What | mean to say 
is; titans could attack at any given time. Although it's unlikely seeing 
as we aren't back where I'm from where the chances of an attack are 
much higher. Here, there isn't a giant fifty-metre fortress to keep 
them out though, so it's pretty much constant vigilance." 


"Oh. | understand," Hermione looked down, knowing when it was 
time to drop a subject. 


"Anyways, could you explain to me some more about the lava, the 
deserts and the sea?" 


"| would love to, Armin." 


"How was practise?" asked Hermione as Harry and Ron climbed 
through the portrait hole, followed by Eren, Mikasa and Jean, into the 
Gryffindor common room. 


"It was terrible," Ron said with a sigh, in a hollow voice. He slumped 
down into a deep chair, scowling, next to Hermione and sighed 
again. Hermione looked over to Ron, she gave a small hum and 
chewed on her bottom lip before replying. 


"Well, | guess it was only your first one," she said somewhat 
consolingly, "it's bound to take time-" 


"Hey, he wasn't the terrible one!" Eren quickly snapped, clenching 
his fists in anger. It was then that Hermione seemed to realise that 
he was there. Eren pursed his lips to keep a lid on the rest of his 
burning anger as Hermione looked past him and towards Mikasa and 
Jean. She shrunk back in her chair a little. Eren unclenched his right 
fist and ran his hand through his birds-nest of a hair-do, a hairstyle 
that made him appear as though he'd ran through a few bushes. "I'm 
sorry," Eren suddenly reconciled, "| shouldn't have snapped like that. 
I'm just... I'm just really mad right now." 


"M-mad?" Hermione ventured, discreetly raising an eyebrow. Eren 
brought his hand down across his face, as though making an effort 
to physically wipe the anger from himself. 


"There were some boys," Mikasa spoke, Eren turned his head to the 
right slightly, so that he could see Mikasa out of the corner of his 
eye. She was fiddling with the fraying edge of her red scarf, not 
looking at anyone in particular. Her dark eyes seemed blank and 
devoid of emotion, but Eren could tell that she wasn't happy with 
what had happened back on the Quidditch pitch. Those bastard 
Slytherin were absolute bastards. Eren began to bristle with anger 
again at the thought of them. 


"Yeah, they were singin’ idiotic songs and shit about how Gryffindor 
were losers and how they thought Ron's broom was crappy," Jean 
filled in simply. 


"Slytherin," Harry growled. Hermione gave an ‘ah’ of understanding, 
before reassuring Ron and telling him to just ignore them. Stuff he 
probably already knew, Eren thought. He noticed a blond bob of hair, 
illuminated by the glowing fireplace, a figure seated on a large 
cushion on the floor. That reminded him, Eren wanted to ask how 
Armin's trip to the school library had been. Judging by the thick book 
bound in tattering brown leather settled across his legs, it went rather 
well. Armin had a small smile pulling at his lips as his wide eyes 
scanned frantically across the text - thank God for translating charms 
or whatever it was these wizard people used. Noticing how the 
others in the common room were eyeing them up, Eren could tell his 
presence was unwelcome. Although, he didn't want to go back to 
their dorm without Armin, so he mustered up the heart to break him 
away from his book for a while. 


"Armin," called Eren as he approached him. "Armin. Hey, Armin!" 
Armin always used to get like this when they were kids and he'd had 
managed to steal a book away from his grandparents. The times 
when everything was peaceful and their only fears were things like 
having Armin's grandparent's books confiscated by the Military 
Police-the times when bullies were the only threat to their wellbeing. 


It made him wonder what had happened to them. He was no big 
believer in God or deities or any of that sort of thing, but Eren's gut 
told him that Karma had swung round and hit them in the face once 
the titans breached the walls. 


Eren gently placed a hand on Armin's shoulder, giving it a light shake 
to get his attention. He smiled as Armin flinched and came back to 
the world of the living. 


"Must've been a pretty interesting book. | was calling you for a 
while,” Eren laughed, any residue anger he possessed dissipating 
into nothingness. 


"What are you reading?" Mikasa asked, still standing near the sofa 
which Harry was now Sat on. 


Armin grinned, "it's all about the outside world! Hermione's told me 
all about it, too!" 


"What? Really! You gotta tell me all about it!" Eren leaned forwards 
in excitement. 


"Yeah, | guess I'd like to know what it's like out there," Jean chuckled 
in agreement. 


"You know, our world is still probably much different from yours," 
Hermione said, although she smiled as she spoke which meant she 
wasn't seriously trying to start anything. 


"That doesn't matter!" Armin shook his head, "I'm sure your world 
may be more developed, but I'd bet the rural areas are pretty much 
the same! It's just that humans have inhabited here much longer 
than we've inhabited the walls. As long as it sounds, one-hundred 
years is nowhere near enough time to get anywhere near as 
structurally developed as it is here." 


"It doesn't hurt to learn about a place that's never really been 
infested with man-eating giants though. You know, a place that 


humans have always pretty much had free-range in," Eren didn't 
miss the hints of jealously that accidently leaked from Jean's words. 
He couldn't blame him though. 


"Anyways, let's get going back to our dorm, I'm sure | heard Sasha 
and Connie in one of the corridors earlier, they're loud enough. But 
they're probably in our room now, we should all go down there and 
talk for a while before we have to go back to the Great Hall to grab 
some food," Eren stretched his arms above his head before reaching 
his hand back down to help Armin up. Armin tucked a scrap piece of 
parchment in between the slightly stained pages of the book before 
closing it and tucking it under his arm. His hand met Eren's and he 
allowed himself to be hauled to his feet. 


Armin groaned as he stretched, placing his hands on his back as he 
leaned backwards, the bones popping back into place. It seemed 
he'd been sitting there for a while. 


"Yeah, let's go," Armin agreed once he'd finished stretching. "Thanks 
again, Hermione! You're the best!" 


"l-It was really nothing, Armin, any time!" Hermione blushed at the 
thanks. "We should go to the library again sometime." 


Armin nodded frantically, "yes, definitely! I'd love to! It's the best 
library I've-" 


"Okay, enough book talk, come on, Armin!" Eren pulled his friend 
good-naturedly away by the arm and out of the common room. The 
four of them bid Harry, Ron, and Hermione goodbye, with promises 
to talk at dinner now that they'd somewhat renewed their friendships 
again. Eren still couldn't keep up with what was going on between 
them, especially with Harry, but he'd found that they'd somewhat 
bonded watching his Quidditch practise. Eren decided that he was 
going to have to tell Armin all about it once they reached their dorm, 
flying, science-defying, broomsticks were always worth the mention. 


Chapter 15 


Chapter Fifteen 


Armin had been pretty thorough in his telling of everything he'd been 
taught by Hermione regarding the outside world. Not that Eren 
minded, of course, he was just as enthralled as Armin was when it 
came to anything to do with the subject. Everything from the 
volcanoes to the deserts to the oceans; the tropics and the poles, 
Eren wanted to hear it all - especially considering that now their 
chances of being able to see at least one of those was peaking at 
the greatest high it had ever been. Even Jean's attitude was more 
pacified than normal as he questioned the facts that Armin was 
currently churning out. Mikasa's voice drifted into and out of the 
conversation but Eren knew that she was just as interested as the 
rest of them. 


As so, the walk back to their dorms had been packed with 
conversation and intrigue and Eren made a mental note to 
accompany Armin to the library at some point so that he could have 
a look at all the books Armin had recommended, including the large 
battered one he'd been carrying around with him. Unsurprisingly, 
there hadn't been that many people in the dorms, just Ymir and 
Krista from what Eren could see (so there might've been other 
people in the other rooms but Eren didn't really look, instead just 
heading straight for the boy's dorm - which was empty). However, it 
was to be expected that everyone would still be out exploring, 
despite the ticking of the clock. 


"So," Armin said after he'd finished talking, "what exactly happened 
when you guys went with Harry and Ron to... ah, what was it called 
again...?" 


"Quidditch?" Jean supplied, taking a seat on his bed. Eren sat down 
on his, next to Armin. Unpredictably, Mikasa took a seat next to 
Jean. Whose eyes widened as a faint blush of pink slowly spread 


across his cheeks, the tips of his ears burning as they turned red. It 
seemed he hadn't quite gotten over his crush on her yet. Mikasa, 
however, appeared unfazed. She was opposite Armin, albeit ona 
different bed, so she might just be making it easier to talk to him. 


"Y-yeah, Quidditch!" Armin continued. "What happened? You all 
came back in a foul mood so something must've gone on." 


Eren scowled down at the unmade burgundy bed cover, pinching a 
small, ridged crease with his index finger and thumb in one hand, 
and using the finger and thumb of his other hand to drag down the 
crease a couple of inches before returning back up and repeating. 
He found the rough feel of the friction from the soft bed cover on his 
fingertips soothing. 


“There was some asshat that thought he was above everyone else - 
it was that Malfoy kid. Me and the Captain ran into him when it was 

just us here as well; he's a right bastard." Eren spat out, making his 

intense dislike known. 


"Eren, calm down." Mikasa chided. Eren exhaled sharply through his 
nose but otherwise said nothing more. 


Jean cleared his throat awkwardly. "Anyways, I'll just tell you what 
happened..." 


Jean, Mikasa, and Eren gaped in amazement as students flew about 
on broomsticks. Broomsticks of all things. None of them were too 
familiar with the concepts of witches and wizards to start with but this 
was pretty damn impressive. Jean didn't know about Eren, but he 
and Mikasa had definitely never heard about this sport before and 
they were definitely never going to forget it. How the hell could you 
forget about something this amazing? It was breath-taking to see so 
many people soundly flying on inanimate objects, yet at the same 
time it was simply an unfathomable concept and there was just 
literally no way to possibly explain it. Except with magic, of course, 
this crazy place was a magic school after all, Jean had thought. He 


heard Eren cheering loudly when Gryffindor scored in their practice 
match against Slytherin. 


" How the... How the hell is this even possible?" Jean exclaimed for 
what must have been the fifth time since they'd been there, standing 
in the audience, leaning forward over the safety wall put up to stop 
people falling out - although it was highly probable that there'd be 
some sort of magical boundary to stop that happening anyways. 


Mikasa nodded slowly at Jean's exclamation, her dark eyes widening 
in astonishment. "! know," she gasped quietly, "there is absolutely no 
logical explanation for this! It's breath-taking." 


"Well, the sport is amazing, alright, but those assholes over there 
are just running their mouths and ruining everything," Eren growled 
lowly, his dark eyebrows casting a menacing shadow over his eyes. 


Mikasa looked from Eren and then back to the pitch again, "what do 
you mean, Eren?" She asked. Eren bluntly swung an accusing arm 
out and pointed, rather rudely, towards Malfoy. 


" Just listen to that bastard-!" 


" I'd rather not," mumbled Jean, Eren took no notice, acting as if he 
hadn't heard him, and continued. 


"- Ron's trying his best and Malfoy's berating him!" 
" Malfoy?" Jean snorted, "what sort of a name is that!" 
" A stupid one." Eren supplied lamely with an angry huff. 


" Why would anyone put a flying charm on a mouldy old log like 
that?" Draco yelled at Ron. Jean watched as Eren bristled with 
anger, he'd never been one to put up with any kind of bullying. He 
certainly didn't seem to want to put up with Malfoy laughing at Ron, 
even if they weren't exactly the best of friends at this moment in 
time. 


" Just calm down and watch, Eren, they'll sort it out themselves." 


"| guess you're right," Eren shifted his stance slightly. He was quick 
to become absorbed in the practice again however as the Slytherins 
continued to roar with laughter each time someone made a mistake, 
each time they knocked down someone else's confidence with their 
Jeers, Jean felt himself getting more and more agitated, Eren even 
more-so. Jean noticed that even Mikasa had stiffened where she 
stood, her lips pulled tightly together, none of them seemed to be 
enjoying this any more. 


Jean watched as the cruel taunts from the Slytherins, mainly Malfoy 
and a girl who sported a face not unlike that of a dog's, began 
putting the Gryffindor team's concentration off. One of Ron's brothers 
passed to Angelina (Jean had overheard her name being used), 
where she reverse-passed to Harry. Harry caught the ball with a 
surprised look on his face but caught it nonetheless and quickly 
passed it on to Ron, who lunged for it ball and missed by inches. 


Angelina had yelled in annoyance as Ron chased the Quaffle, diving 
for the ground once again, telling him to pay more attention. The 
Slytherin team howled uproariously in laughter as Ron's face burned 
in humiliation. On his third attempt, Ron finally managed to catch the 
Quaffle, although the continued chant of " Gryffindor are losers," 
must've gotten to him as he forcefully passed the ball to a girl, that 
Jean learned through watching the practice, was called Katie. The 
Quaffle soared straight through her outstretched hands and hit her 
hard in the face and her nose had instantly begun to bleed. 


The rest of the practice had pretty much gone downhill from there, 
the Slytherins had come up with more and more stupid chants and 
the three of them had to leave prematurely before Eren went down 
there to kick some ass. They'd waited for Harry and Ron to finish 
practice and get changed before walking back to the Gryffindor 
common room, using the time it took to walk there to have a heated 
‘discussion’ about how utterly stupid Slytherin were. It left Jean 
dearly hoping that Gryffindor would beat Slytherin in the official 
Quidditch matches. 


Jean wrapped up the end of his story, he still couldn't work out why 
exactly what Malfoy had been doing was getting to him so much - he 
decided it was simply because he just hated his guts. Nothing more, 
nothing less. Sometimes you just really fucking hated people. 


Armin whistled lowly, "man, | wish | could've been there," he sighed, 
"| mean, | wouldn't have really done anything about Slytherin, but | 
would have at least liked to have seen Quidditch. From what I'm 
hearing it's pretty amazing..." 


"Yeah," Mikasa agreed, "it was. It's just a shame that it was spoiled." 


"Stupid kids," Eren muttered sharply under his breath, "they don't 
know just how damn lucky and sheltered they actually are." 


The following day, so far anyways, had been pretty uneventful. It was 
Sunday, and Harry had spent it surrounded by books and working 
through the day up until he was sure that somebody had taken a 
sledgehammer to his head. He really should consider getting more 
school work done during the school day, he thinks, making sure to 
mumble his thoughts to Ron - who was currently sporting blood-shot 
eyes as he threw yet but another screwed up draft of some stupid 
essay they needed to hand in to Professor Sinistra regarding 
Jupiter's many, many moons. Harry found it cruel that they were 
wasting such a wonderful day indoors working when they could be 
outside enjoying the rare sunshine. He was sure that he'd heard 
some of the soldiers run past at some point; he suspected it was the 
bald boy and the brunette girl with a pony tail. Sasha and Connie he 
thought their names were, if he was remembering correctly. 


Fred and George had entered the common room looking rather 
pleased with themselves yesterday and Harry soon discovered why. 
They seemed to have taken two of the soldiers under their wings. 
George had stated that they'd need someone to show them around 
Hogwarts, that they'd need someone to show them the ropes, and 
besides, they'd given off a sense of excellent potential to become 
pranksters in the making. Harry had sighed at this, Ron had shook 


his head and laughed whilst Hermione and Ginny had proceeded to 
lecture the two about how Sasha and Connie were soldiers. They 
had a purpose and a job and by no means whatsoever should Fred 
and George interfere. The twins had supposed it was too late to 
mention that they planned on getting them to help out with their new 
products. 


Either way, Sunday crept by slowly, punctuated by frustrated sighs, 
the frantic scribble of quill on parchment as they rushed to finish all 
of their work, and the crumpling of paper when it inevitably went 
wrong. Nevertheless, the atmosphere was eventually ruined upon 
the arrival of a letter addressed to Ron. 


"He is the world's biggest git !" Ron spat out angrily, tearing the letter 
into many pieces. His hands yanked jerkily, pulling apart the 
parchment until the only thing legible within the mound of scraps was 
Percy's signature at the bottom. 


"Well," Harry began awkwardly, "I- er, if you want to 'sever ties' with 
me, you know | won't get violent." 


"| can't believe that git!" Ron fumed, tossing the torn shreds of 
parchment into the burning fire next to him and watching in disgust 
and the pieces turned to ash. "Absolute git !" 


"Ron | think you're wearing down the use of the word git, calm 
down!" Hermione put her finished essay to the side, capping her ink 
bottle and setting her quill neatly next to it on the small coffee table 
besides the arm chair she was leaning forwards in. She'd had all of 
her equipment on her lap as she read Ron's letter from his older 
brother, Percy, over his shoulder. The letter, in brief, had mostly been 
telling Ron that he needed to avoid and get away from Harry. That 
Harry was 'Dumbledore's favourite’ but also that 'Dumbledore may 
not be in charge at Hogwarts for much longer and the people who 
count have a very different - and probably more accurate - view of 
Potter's behaviour’. Then, he'd completely overstepped the line by 
bringing their (Ron and Percy's) parents into it, that they're 'rubbing 
shoulders with petty criminals' and so he feels he can no longer live 


under their roof. Of course, Ron knows just how distraught his 
parents are by this and can't help but spit upon Percy's name again. 
That absolute git! 


"At least there was nothing in there mentioned about Eren or any of 
the soldiers," Hermione mused. Harry hummed in agreement, 
nodding his head. The Ministry either didn't know yet, they hadn't 
told Percy, or they knew and were planning something. Although 
having Umbridge at Hogwarts it was probably going to come toa 
head sooner or later. 


"Anyway... better get on with these stupid essays..." Ron grumbled, 
downcast and still mad. 


With a sigh, Hermione suddenly outstretched both her hands. "Oh, 
give them here; I'll look through them." 


Harry and Ron looked to each other in surprise, eyes widening in joy 
when it clicked in their heads what she were telling them. 


"Life-saver! You're seriously a life-saver!" Ron said, passing what 
little work he'd done to her. Harry smiled as he handed his over with 
a happy "thanks, Hermione". 


Harry settled back into his chair, blinking tiredly but not able to sleep. 
Not that he wanted to sleep in the middle of the common room, but if 
he did, he wouldn't have been able to. His mind was too overrun with 
the things the Ministry had said in Percy's letter. Harry was already 
aware of all the hateful tales going around about him, a sizeable half 
of the school hated him, the Daily Prophet had been making rude 
and untrue comments about him for months and he'd just dealt with 
it. Well dealt as best he could deal with it anyways. Yet, reading that 
letter, seeing it all written down, about how Percy advises Ron to 
stay away and go over to Umbridge's side, gave the situation a 
newfound depth. 


However now there was the situation with the soldiers and the titans. 
Harry at least hoped that the attention from the students would be 


directed away from him through this - and so far it mostly had. Why 
focus on The Boy Who Lived when there were child soldiers, giant 
Slayers, potential monsters in their midst? 


Harry was broken out of his chain of thoughts when he suddenly 
noticed a rather unnatural shape in the fire. His eyes darted over to it 
and... no, it couldn't have been Sirius? Could it? What would he be 
doing in the fire at a time like this, when there was such a high 
possibility of him getting caught? Albeit there wasn't really anyone 
around right now, but that didn't automatically mean that there'd be 
no-one entering the common room late or coming down from the 
dorms to collect something they'd forgotten. Harry slid from his chair 
and onto the threadbare rug, the reflection of the flames dancing 
across his glasses. He faintly registered Hermione talking to him but 
he didn't really hear her over his attempts at concentrating. 


"Sirius," Harry whispered breathlessly, not exactly addressing the 
man he thought he saw, but more confirming to himself that's who it 
was. 


"Harry? What are you -" 


"| just Saw Sirius's head in the fire," he said quickly. Ron looked 
confused before looking into the fire for himself. 


"You mean like he did during the Triwizard cup?" Hermione 
questioned. Harry nodded, gasping when Sirius appeared for real. 


"I've been checking the fire every hour to make sure the coast is 
clear," Sirius whispered with a smile. 


Harry gave a short laugh, "but what if you'd been caught?" 


Sirius looked thoughtful for a moment, his dark fair falling into his 
face, "well | think this first-year girl might have seen me but don't 
worry, even if she had she wouldn't have been able to think anything 
of it - could chalk it up to trick of the light," 


"But Sirius you could get into trouble -" Hermione began. 


"But this is the only way possible to answer Harry's letter," Sirius 
interrupted her, "the only other option was via code, but code can be 
easily broken by anybody. Anyways, Harry, tell me about these new 
people," 


"Well, a lot has happened since | sent that letter, so it's going to be 
quite a lot to explain, maybe a little confusing..." 


"Never mind that, Harry, I'm curious!" 


So Harry, Ron, and Hermione proceeded to tell him about the 
strange happenings at school. About Eren and Levi, and then the 
titans, how Eren transformed, how the other soldiers turned up. He 
told Sirius everything in as much detail as he could without making 
everything sound so much more confusing than it already was. Sirius 
threw in his own questions every now and again, but other than that, 
he remained quiet throughout the retelling; it was impossible to miss 
the surprise written all over his face that grew slowly more apparent 
the more he learned. 


Sirius hummed, "do you think the Ministry has anything to do with all 
of this?" 


Harry shook his head. "Somehow, | don't think it does but it will do 
very soon. Umbridge seems bent on getting rid of the soldiers." 


"Well, it makes sense that Umbridge would get involved. And it 
makes even more sense that she would hate Eren considering he 
can turn into one of those beasts!" 


"What do you mean?" Hermione asked curiously. 


"Half-breeds. Umbridge absolutely hates half-breeds. Why do you 
think Remus hates her so much?" Sirius gave a short laugh, "I 
swear, you should hear him once he gets started on her! Anyways, 
thank you for telling me all of this, I'll make sure to keep a look out in 


case anything else goes on and I'll write to you in the case that you 
need to know something." 


"Okay, thanks, Sirius," Harry nodded gratefully. 


Ron suddenly made a noise as though he'd remembered something. 
"Wait." Harry, Hermione and Sirius all looked expectantly at him. 
"Hagrid." Ron said, "do you know anything about Hagrid?" 


"Ah," Sirius's face darkened slightly, the emotion intensified by the 
flames his face had burst forth from. "He was supposed to have 
gotten back by now, but since Dumbledore doesn't seem particularly 
worried, | presume he is fine. Perhaps he's taken a detour." 


"But Dumbledore wouldn't tell any of us if he was worried about 
Hagrid's whereabouts," Hermione supplied. "And besides, with 
everything else going on, | don't think he'd of had chance to worry 
too much about him." 


"Let's just hope he gets back soon then," Ron sighed. 


"Indeed," Sirius agreed. Suddenly, he looked behind him and gave a 
short growl. "It looks like I'm going to have to go now," he said 
hurriedly. 


"But Sirius-" Harry started; Sirius cut him off. 


"Don't worry Harry, everything will be fine. I'll write to you when | can 
and if | find anything you ought to Know, as | said earlier. But | really 
have to go now, | can hear Kretcher." Then, before Harry could utter 
a goodbye, Sirius's head had vanished from the fire just as quickly 
as it had appeared in the first place. Harry sighed and looked to his 
friends and in return they looked back to him. Their faces were just 
as unreadable as he presumed his was. When Harry decided he'd 
go to Hogwarts all those years ago, he never quite imagined that this 
is what his life would become. 


Later that evening, when everyone had finally returned to the dorms, 
the atmosphere was more positive than Eren had ever felt in his life. 
Despite there still being the threat of titans appearing at any given 
time, he didn't think that he'd ever felt so safe . Here, he felt secure, 
and he was sure that other people felt the same way. Here, he only 
had to ask and he could have unlimited assortments of food, he 
could have warm baths, showers, different beverages. He could go 
for long, calming walks if he wished to. 


On the subject of walking, Eren decided that this was something he 
wanted to do. It was getting noisy and Eren could feel the beginnings 
of a headache, not to mention that he'd been cooped up inside 
without proper exercise for so long. He wasn't planning on going 
alone though - Eren still remembered the promise he made to 
himself when he was upset that Armin and the others weren't here, 
outside the walls, when they deserved it more than anybody. Looking 
over at Armin, he saw he was, again, reading. He considered asking 
Mikasa, too, but she had only just gone back to the girl's dormitory, 
and he didn't fancy walking in there whilst the other girls were in 
there. 


Eren tapped Armin's shoulder and was almost surprised when he 
raised his head to look at him right away. He probably couldn't 
concentrate; had something on his mind - which reinforced the 
thought that going for a walk outside was a good idea. 


Armin looked to him expectantly. "Hey, Armin," Eren began quietly, 
so as not to disturb the others in the room. Reiner and Bertolt had 
returned and were engulfed in their own conversation - a light- 
hearted one by the looks of it - and Jean was lying down, facing 
away from them, on the next bed over. Eren didn't think that he was 
sleeping, but even so, he didn't want to disturb him. No matter how 
much he hated him. 


"Yeah?" Armin asked, closing the book he'd been looking at and 
sliding it under the bed, moving to sit down next to Eren on the bed. 


"You wanna go for a walk?" Eren asked. Armin glanced out the 
window. 


"It's getting dark though, isn't it?" 


Eren hadn't considered that. "Oh. Well. | mean, we don't have to, we 
can always go-" 


"No, no, no, it's fine, | was just thinking about whether there's a 
curfew." 


"| think we're alright, let's just not stray too far away and we should 
be fine. | mean, | don't think Connie and Sasha are back yet, so it 
should be okay." 


"Let's go then," Armin smiled. Eren grabbed his jacket off his bed 
and almost sighed at its warmth, not having realised how chilly it had 
been getting in the room. After putting his boots back on, Eren joined 
Armin by the door, looking behind him as he left. He made eye- 
contact with Levi, who was seated by the window, for a brief few 
moments before he looked away again. 


As the two of them walked through the near-empty corridors, they 
conversed leisurely. An indulgence they hadn't had for quite a while, 
since there had never been much to talk about other than titans and 
war and loss and longing. So having something other than those 
things to talk about was quite heartening. 


"Anyways, Eren," Armin began, breaking the silence following their 
conversation about funny things they'd heard people say in the 
corridors, "| don't think | ever asked, but what happened to your 
gear?" 


Eren gave a short, angry huff. "A teacher took it from me. Umbridge. 
But | like to call her Um bitch, it's much more fitting." Armin laughed 
and Eren was surprised he found the lack of respect funny. 


"Sorry, sorry," he chuckled, "but you sounded like such a child just 
then." Eren's complexion relaxed as he smiled, letting out a quiet 
laugh of his own. "But she did! She used magic and she took it from 
me!" 


Armin sighed, "and you haven't gotten it back yet | presume?" 
Eren shook his head. 

"And you haven't gone to her and asked for it back?" 

Eren shook his head again. 

"Well then why don't you?" 

"| don't call her Umbitch for no reason, Armin," he glanced at his 
friend. "Besides, | doubt she'd give it to me even if | did ask. She 
hates me!" 

"Well, you don't exactly come off as the most friendly of people..." 
"Hey!" Eren cried, "that was where you were supposed to back me 
up!" Armin began to laugh again, stopping to look out at the 
darkening horizon. They were standing in the middle of a sort of 
tunnel. It was similar to a bridge, although it had a hut-like wooden 


roof to match the wooden floor. It was built, Armin Supposed, so that 
students could easily get from one part of the school to the other. 


Shaking his head, Eren walked the short distance to the wall of the 
tunnel, and leaned over the edge. "It really is beautiful isn't it?" 


"Yeah," Armin agreed. "I never really had the chance to admire the 
land when we were back home, but even so | think that this beats it 
by miles." 


"Definitely." Eren nodded, "besides, this land is untainted and it's just 
so peaceful. Sometimes | can't help but feel jealous of it all." 


"Jealous?" Armin questioned, his eyebrows pinched. 


"| mean, like what | said earlier, the kids here have it so easy and 
they have all these nice views and this beautiful school and 
sometimes | don't think they see just how fortunate they are." 


Armin ran a hand through his hair before propping his elbow up on 
the wall and leaning out, just as Eren was. "| agree with you there. 
But at least we can appreciate it. And besides,” he added as 
somewhat of an afterthought. "In a way it's kind of lucky that these 
kids are so innocent, it means that we get a break. If everyone was 
battle hardened and solemn, then that would reflect on us and make 
us feel even heavier than we already do, metaphorically of course." 


"| get what you mean, we can afford to be happy because the 
atmosphere the school creates isn't weighing us down." 


"Exactly," Armin confirmed. 
"We still have to stay on task though; we can't afford to lose focus." 


"You never change, do you?" Armin smiled, "I like that about you, but 
please lighten up once in a while. If you refresh your mind, you'll find 
that you can focus even better than before." 


Eren shifted and slid both his arms, down to his armpits, over the 
side, slouching as he looked down towards the ground. He was 
thankful that he wasn't afraid of heights - which, he supposed, he 
couldn't afford to be anyways. 


"Ya know, I've noticed that you've been loosening up a little too, 
Armin." 


"O-oh," Armin stuttere. Eren bet he was blushing. "I supposed it's the 
rush of being outside the walls, you know how badly I've always 
wanted to see what's out there." 


"That's true," Eren agreed, "it's nice not seeing you so stressed all 
the time." 


"Yeah, and here | just feel safer," Armin voiced Eren's previous 
thoughts, "| mean, even though there's still the chance of an attack, 
everything here feels so much more under control. And there's all 
the luxuries we've never had before, and all the new knowledge | 
have yet to gain; it's wonderful." 


"You know | refused to go for any walks like this until you and 
everyone else got here," Eren suddenly said. "You all deserve it so 
much more than me, so | didn't leave the building other than when | 
had to." 


"Oh, Eren, you deserve this just as much as we do. | really wish 
you'd stop thinking about yourself as though you're some kind of 
monster! You aren't! You're my best friend and you're humanity's 
saviour!" 


"You're bigging me up too much, Armin." 


"No I'm not!" Armin pulled Eren up from his slouched position and 
held him upright, his hands on Eren's shoulders, looking directly up 
into his eyes. "Without you, | wouldn't be here right now! God knows 
how much of a coward | am! Neither would Mikasa! Don't you forget 
that you saved her, too! Even more, think of all the other things 
you've accomplished with your unique power and all the things you 
have yet to accomplish! Yes, you've made mistakes, but that just 
means that you are the very thing you seem to deny yourself of 
thinking you are; human!" 


Eren's eyes widened the more he listened to, not expecting to have 
gotten so much of a response out of Armin, he couldn't help but 
hang on to every word he said. 


"So do you see Eren?" Armin asked, "you deserve to be here just as 
much, if not more, than everyone else!" 


Eren couldn't do much more than nod. For once, he'd been shocked 
into speechlessness. The two of them stood and admired the 
scenery for a little longer before they deemed it too dark and too cold 


to be outside any longer; making their way back to the dormitories. 
As they walked, comfortably side by side, Eren felt as though a large 
weight had been lifted off of him. Armin, as usual, had been right, he 
felt as though he could think clearly again now that he'd reset his 
way of thinking, which would be beneficial to everyone. 


Slowly, Eren felt his mood become more docile and calm, a state he 
wasn't used to feeling. He felt relaxed and happy, and didn't think his 
mood could possibly be affected by anything else that night. Of 
course, Eren didn't include the possibility that his gear would be 
waiting for him once he opened the dormitory door. Which, to his 
absolute surprise, it was. 


Chapter 16 


Chapter 16 


The next few days had been hectic with the Survey Corps settling in 
and creating a routine for themselves and before they knew it almost 
a month had passed. Erwin had long returned back to the walls and 
Levi had taken up the commanding post, although sometimes that 
was hard to distinguish with how often Hange took control. Though 
Levi didn't seem to mind all that much. Eren was finding Hogwarts 
far more enjoyable now that he wasn't alone, now that he could 
share all of this with his friends, and despite it being a mission, Eren 
had never felt more carefree. 


One niggling, incessant thought in the back of his mind though was 
where his gear had come from. It must have been Umbridge who 
brought it back to him, left it outside his door with no note or any 
indication of why-no one else had access to it, after all. But why 
would she give it back now, after refusing for so long? 


"Man, why is it so cold?" Jean grumbled, pulling Eren back to the 
present. Eren could hear his teeth audibly chattering as he shivered 
with his arms wrapped tightly around himself. 


"It's autumn?" Armin replied, the inflection in his voice making it 
sound more like a question than an answer. Jean clicked his tongue. 


"| know that," he said quickly. "But | don't think I've ever been this 
cold. Are you Sure it's not the dead of winter?" 


"Shut up and go back inside if you're so bothered," Eren snapped 
over his shoulder. Jean huffed, annoyed, and strode past Armin, 
whom he was walking beside, to catch up with Eren and Mikasa. 
"Who asked you to come anyways?" Jean's eyes flickered 
momentarily over Mikasa but she either didn't notice or pretended 
not to see regardless. 


"What?" Jean trudged ahead of Eren, turning and walking backwards 
ahead of him so to remain face-to-face. "Can't | be here if | wanna be 
here?" 


"No one asked you, horse-face. Go back if you're gonna complain." 


"Nah," Jean scrunched his face up and waved a boneless hand in 
front of his face. "I think I'll stick around. Where are we going 
anyways?" 


"Why did you even come if you don't know where we're going,” Eren 
groaned, making a move to shove Jean over. Jean skipped back a 
step, out of reach and sighed. He pulled a face as Eren overtook him 
again and Eren watched out the corner of his eye as Jean fell back 
into step with Armin. 


"Harry asked us to meet him at a pub," Armin said to him and Eren 
felt vaguely betrayed, Armin being so friendly to Jean like that. He 
was meant to be Eren's best friend, not Jean's. 


"How come?" Jean asked. 


"Shut up and find out!" Eren called to him, interrupting whatever 
friendly reply Armin was about to offer. 


"Will you stop telling me to shut up, you bastard!" Jean yelled back, 
raising a clenched fist above his head and running at Eren, who 
immediately broke out into a sprint to get away. Eren couldn't help 
but laugh, dropping all pretences of anger as he amused himself with 
the familiarity of this routine, of he and Jean working each other up 
to the point of violence. Eren would go so stupidly far as to even 
admit it was comforting in its familiarity, though he'd never voice that 
aloud. Even Jean, Eren saw, was struggling to keep the smile off his 
face and it gave him an almost maniacal look that Eren couldn't help 
but take the piss out of, riling Jean up even more. 


It continued that way for the rest of their walk, with Armin and Mikasa 
only intervening when Eren and Jean veered too far from the 


pathways and risked getting lost and again when they reached their 
destination. Huffing for breath, Eren ran a hand through his hair and 
smoothed down his clothes, giving Jean the middle-finger when he 
called Eren a princess for it, even though he was doing the same. 


The pub before them was old and rickety, it smelt like animals and 
something dusty and rotten-they weren't even inside yet so Eren 
could barely think to consider what it must have smelled like inside. 
He wafted a hand in front of his face and looked around, was this 
definitely the place? 


"Shall we go in?" Mikasa asked. She stepped around Eren and 
placed a hand on the moulding door, she almost seemed unaffected 
by the foul stench of the place but Eren noticed her picking at her 
scarf to pull it higher up her face, subtly burying her nose in it. 
Nodding, Eren spared Jean and Armin a glance and readied himself 
as Mikasa pushed the door open and stepped inside. 


"What on earth...?" Armin mumbled as he followed Eren inside. 
What on earth indeed. The room was filled, chock-full of Hogwarts 
students with none other than Harry, Ron, and Hermione standing at 
the front. Harry had mentioned they'd be having an important 
meeting, but Eren didn't realise that 'they' encompassed a quarter of 
the student body, Eren had presumed that 'they' meant Harry and his 
friends. 


The students turned at the sound of the door opening, all turning to 
look at Eren, Mikasa, Jean, and Armin almost expectantly. Eren 
didn't know what he was supposed to say or do. He felt like he'd 
walked into the wrong room. He stared dumbly at Harry. 


"You're a bit late," Harry said across the room. Eren continued to 
stare. 


"Got lost," Jean filled in, stuffing his hands in his pockets and looking 
around leisurely. Eren could see he was sweating. At the front, Harry 
nodded and told them to take a seat, resuming whatever 
conversation he'd been having with the rest of the students before 


they'd gotten there. The room was so cramped that the only place 
left available to sit was a small booth in the far corner, a little ways 
away from the huddle of students gathered around Harry. 


Eren fiddled with one of the leather straps over his leg as his 
attention phased in and out, his previous alertness had subsided 
when nothing interesting happened. Eren had no idea what was 
going on and could barely keep up with what Harry was talking 
about, though he caught Umbridge and Cedric Diggory's names 
once or twice. Something about defence, attack, preparedness; Eren 
almost felt like he was back in training. He blew into his untouched 
butterbeer in boredom and watched as the froth rippled, some of it 
flying out and splattering on the table, getting him a dirty look from 
Jean. 


"Stop that, Eren," Armin scolded him from where he sat opposite 
Eren in the booth, next to Jean. "You should be paying attention." 


"Paying attention to what?" Eren replied as he wiped the froth away 
with his sleeve. 


"To what they're saying," Armin sighed. "It's interesting. They're 
talking about learning self-defence." 


"Self-defence?" Eren asked. Armin nodded. 


"Yeah, like without magic. That would be so good for them, don't you 
think?" 


"It definitely would be," Mikasa agreed, looking past Eren to where 
Harry was still talking. Eren was interested now, since his friends 
seemed to think something worthwhile was happening. He scooted 
further up his seat so he was sitting upright and took a sip from his 
butterbeer, and then, unsure of the taste, pushed it away. 


From what Eren could make out, Harry was arguing about 
Voldemort's return, about how they needed proper, applicable skills 


they could use to defend themselves against danger when 
Voldemort attacked. 


"We need to know how to fight, too," Harry told them, "properly, 
without wands, for that | think Eren should help us." The room turned 
expectantly to Eren. Eren turned expectantly back. What exactly had 
he just heard? 


"What?" Eren said, jolting in his seat. He'd been sat there so long 
without mention that Eren had figured he was just there to guard 
their meeting after all, he'd had no prior intelligence that suggested 
he'd be teaching them. It wasn't a surprise really though, that Harry 
wouldn't tell him beforehand-Eren would have been unlikely to show 
up, unlikely to listen to what Harry had to say. Eren had been busy 
with his own things lately, his own mission and training, he'd had little 
time to wonder what Harry might be getting himself involved with and 
Harry must've known this, keeping him in the dark to lure him out 
and get Eren involved before he even realised he was a part. 


"You will, won't you, Eren?" Harry raised his eyebrows and nodded 
towards him, non-verbally pleading Eren to agree and creating 
palpable tension throughout the room as the students seemed to 
collectively hold their breaths. Eren groaned as he considered his 
options, feeling slightly flustered to have so much attention 
unexpectedly thrust upon him. 


"No wonder you didn't tell me what all this was about, putting me 
under the spotlight like this," Eren mumbled. He pressed his hands 
to the table top with a dull thud and Mikasa shot a hand out to 
squeeze Eren's arm. 


"You don't have to do as they say," Mikasa told him sharply. Eren 
grunted as he shook her hand off and carried on anyways, walking 
through the crowd of seated students and up to the front. 


"And what makes you think | wanna teach a bunch of snotty brats 
like you anything?" Eren asked, shifting nervously from foot to foot 
as he looked about at the array of expression before him. Some of 


the students seemed hopeful, in awe, some were intimidated. Eren 
couldn't help but wonder if this was what Levi felt like, constantly 
standing before people, conducting their attention whether he 
wanted it or not just for existing. 


"We're defenceless without our wands," Harry pressed, "you know it, 
we all know it deep down. And you're trained in combat. It makes 
sense, really." 


"You do know I'm here on a mission, right?" Eren asked, buying time 
as he thought it through. Really, what would be the harm in teaching 
them for a while? He knew, deep-down, he wanted to help them, 
he'd told them in the past they'd be useless without their wands and 
it pleased Eren that they were finally taking his advice. But he didn't 
know how this would work out, or how he'd do it. He was probably a 
really shit teacher, and he didn't have the patience for it either-Armin 
would be far better in that respect. 


Looking over the copious heads bobbling at the bottom of Eren's 
vision, he made eye-contact with Armin across the room, who 
nodded determinedly. Mikasa seemed impassive, her lips pinched in 
thought as she looked at him, and Jean remained still for a few 
moments before he grabbed for his drink and downed it in one. He 
turned to Eren as he placed the glass back down, gripping it 
haphazardly from the rim and dangling it for a few moments with a 
limp wrist before lowering it. Jean shrugged at him, but his half-smile 
was an approval. 


"Y-yeah, of course," Harry acknowledged as he pushed his glasses 
up. "But if you teach us to fight we'll all be in a better position for it. 
Hermione and Ron and I, we all agree it would be the best thing to 
do." 


"It would be pretty cool to learn to fight," Ron added, leaning 
forwards in his seat and looking slightly awed and slightly terrified. 


"It's not easy to learn to fight," Eren addressed the crowd, "it's going 
to require commitment and skill and-and you're-" He broke off, not 


knowing where he was going with this. Eren shook his head and 
tried again, "I'll have to speak with the Captain, | don't have the 
authorisation to say yes or no now but... | don't think it would be a 
bad idea." 


"Thank you," Harry said gratefully, and Hermione let out a breath it 
sounded like she'd been holding painfully in. Eren waved them off, 
feeling a stress headache beginning to pound at the sides of his 
head as he massaged his temples and meandered back down to the 
booth. He knew it would be a good thing for these kids to learn to 
fight, to defend themselves, but it didn't matter what Eren thought 
about it. What mattered was what Levi thought about it. The whole 
thing needed authorising before Eren could take anything further; he 
didn't really know what Harry had been expecting through inviting 
him and not the Captain. Harry might be okay with sneaking around, 
but Eren certainly didn't enjoy the prospect of a court martial. 


"So you're saying | need to teach a bunch of little bastards how to 
fight?" Levi deadpanned, watching Eren over the rim of his cup. Eren 
gave a tight smile. 


"Yeah?" He said nervously. Levi tilted his head to the side and put 
his tea down. "They said they're calling it Dumbledore’s Army or 
something like that, they had a bunch of kids turn up and put their 
names down for Harry to teach them some proper fighting magic or 
something. They're gonna get in touch to tell us where it's gonna be 
held and everything once they get word back whether we're 
interested in helping or not." 


"Do the staff know about this?" Levi asked, tracing a finger over the 
rim of his cup and looking every bit as though he already knew 
where this was going. 


"Nope," Eren shook his head, leaning back in his chair and looking 
over at where Ymir sat with Krista in the window seat. They were 
talking about something that Eren couldn't hear, punctuated by 


Krista's delicate laughter and Ymir's looks of soft admiration she 
seemed to reserve only for her. 


"What so this is all secret then?" Levi's sharp voice pulled Eren's 
attention back to the subject at hand. 


"Pretty much, they can't let the teachers know or the whole thing is 
up." 


Levi sighed and propped an elbow up on the table to rest his head 
on his hand. "It would probably be beneficial for them to learn a thing 
or two but we're not here to teach them shit, and we're definitely not 
here to get mixed up in their little student espionage." 


"I'm worried we'll get caught," Eren scratched his head absently and 
glanced back to Levi. "And if we get caught, we lose trust, and if we 
lose trust what are we meant to do then?" 


"You're being freakishly sensible," Levi mused, watching him closely. 
"Did you get possessed by Erwin's spirit or something?" 


"Erwin's not dead," Eren retorted. "Sir." He added in an attempt to 
equalise his outburst with respect. 


"Yes, I'm well aware," Levi tutted and got to his feet. "Go get the 
others who sat in on that meeting and we'll go and talk it through 
with Harry and his little gang." 


So... this took a while. | have the worst writers block known to 
mankind so please forgive this update if it's crappy but | 
promise I'm trying. 


Thank you so so much to everyone who has supported this 
story so far, | appreciate it wholeheartedly, it motivates me to 
write like nothing else - next time I'll try for a longer chapter! 


Chapter 17 


Chapter Seventeen 


Eren stood staring up at the sign as though personally offended by it. 
He read it under his breath in a harsh mutter; "all clubs are to be 
disbanded... no student organisations... high inquisitor... Umbitch." 


"That's not her name," Mikasa said from his right. Eren huffed. 
"It might as well be, have you seen this?" 


"We're looking at it right now, Eren," Armin said from Eren's other 
side. Eren rolled his eyes, breathed sharply out through his nose, 
and stepped away from the wall to instead face his friends. 


"This is bullshit," Eren stressed, gesturing with an accusatory finger 
to Umbridge's work behind him. 


Nailed into the wall was the newest of Umbridge's additions to the 
school - a notice disbanding all student organisations and societies. 
Eren hadn't heard much about Umbridge becoming the High 
Inquisitor, whatever that meant, though he had overheard something 
about it many times in the past few days from students as he walked 
through the corridors. Honestly, Eren had been far too preoccupied 
with his mission at hand to have much of an ear to lend for the 
troubles of a wizarding secondary school. 


Apparently Umbridge had been making her rounds amongst the 
teachers, sitting in during lessons and making her stupid comments 
with a clipboard like she was the most important person in the room. 
Eren was pretty sure she had some sort of complex. He also didn't 
really give a shit about what she did as long as she didn't interfere in 
his life, in the mission, in anything that concerned him really - which 
was probably why it had taken him so long to get up to date with 
these new happenings. 


Eren probably would have gone even longer without knowing, too, if 
that notice, right there on the wall, wasn't doing exactly what he 
didn't want Umbridge to do; interrupt his life. This whole 
Dumbledore's Army business was supposed to be a secret anyways, 
Eren supposed, so outside of its members, no-one was supposed to 
know about its existence anyways but in banishing clubs altogether, 
Umbridge had just made it a hell of a lot more difficult for them to 
sneak such a large body of students around. Keeping this whole 
ordeal secret would have been a lot easier if they could've just 
passed the meetings off under the guise of a club. Eren guessed that 
those cards were very much off the table now. He cursed under his 
breath. Armin sighed at him, but Eren didn't take any notice. 


"What are you lot doing just standing around?" Levi called as he 
strode towards them, his 3DMG clanking heavily. "I thought | told you 
to go find Harry." 


"Captain, have you seen this?" Eren asked, ignoring Levi's snark. 
Levi squinted up at the sign nailed into the wall, regarding it 
contemptuously for a moment before looking, unimpressed, at Eren. 


"It's been up there ages, shit-for-brains, don't you use your eyes?" 
He tutted, turning on his heel and motioning for the three of them to 
follow him. 


"Wait, how long has this been going on?" Armin asked, jogging to 
catch up to Levi's side. 


"A few days, week maybe, | don't know the exacts." Levi waved a 
dismissive hand. "All | Know is that Umbridge is sinking her teeth in 
deep. She's making it a hell of a lot harder for us to sort things out. 
Wonder if she's on to us." 


"There's no way," Eren denied. "How could she already know about 
the meeting?" 


"Could've been a mole," Mikasa said pointedly. Eren and Armin 
turned to look at her, Eren stopped in his tracks for all of halfa 


second as Levi turned and grabbed his wrist, yanking Eren forwards 
and keeping him moving. Eren didn't pay the exchange much 
attention, he didn't take his eyes from Mikasa as he continued 
walking and Levi released his arm, throwing it back towards him. 


"D'you think so?" Eren said, eyes wide. He had no idea who it could 
be. For starters he didn't Know any of the students well enough to 
even begin a suspect list. 


"What if there's some kind of magic you can use to figure stuff like 
this out?" Armin countered. "What if she was eavesdropping? Like, 
maybe she attached something to one of the students and listened 
in?" 


"For that she'd already need to have suspicions that something was 
happening though," Mikasa said. "Otherwise there'd be no point in 
listening in." 


"She's a nosey old bitch, she probably wouldn't even need to be 
suspecting anything to motivate her to do that," Eren said haughtily. 


"| swear to - Did you kids not have any basic military training?" Levi 
Snapped, looking over his shoulder at them with an icy glare. "Do 
you not understand the concept of 'shut-the-hell-up-we're-in-public'?" 


"Oh, shit." Eren's hand flew to the back of his neck as he glanced 
quickly around the hallway, filled with students. 


"Oh yes, you look so much more natural like that," Levi said flatly. 
Eren wasn't listening though, he was too busy making sure no one 
was suspicious of them. Or at least no more suspicious of them than 
they usually were. 


Although they'd been at Hogwarts for a while now, since the attack 
and the introduction of the rest of the corps, the students had been 
rightfully on edge. It didn't matter how many times Eren walked 
through these stupid corridors, he always got eyeballed by the 
students and staff, conversations ceased when they looked at him. It 


made it very difficult, therefore, to work out when students suspected 
something, and when they were just being nosey bastards. 


"There's Harry!" Armin suddenly called out, already waving his arm 
in the air as a signal for his attention. 


"The fuck's that on his shoulder?" Eren mumbled, squinting to make 
sense of the odd white shape perched there. 


"| think it's an owl," Mikasa said slowly, also trying to figure out what 
she was seeing. Eren widened his eyes and huffed out a laugh. 


"Of course it's an owl," he said, "it's a school for wizards, literally 
what did | expect." 


"Harry, we have to talk with you," Levi said as they got within 
earshot, Levi standing close enough to Harry that he could speak in 
a low voice, but not close enough that it seemed weird to an 
observer. Harry seemed shocked for a moment at their appearance, 
confused before he remembered what it was they probably wanted 
to talk about. 


"Now isn't a good time,” Harry told them with a wince. He looked 
from the fluffy, feathery mass of owl on his shoulder to Levi, and then 
scanned over the rest of them too. 


"Why is that?" Levi questioned sharply. Harry cringed again. 
"Hedwig - My owl, she's hurt." 
"Looks fine to me," Levi returned cooly, giving the owl a once over. 


"She's not fine, there's something wrong with her wing. | need to take 
her somewhere to have it looked at," Harry bristled. There was a 
tense moment of silence where Levi seemed to be planning his next 
move, whether he should push or give leeway in this situation. 


"Fine," he said at length. "We'll leave it for now. Come to our dorms 
once you're done so that we can sort this whole thing out in privacy." 


"| have Potions after this." Harry shifted uncomfortably. His 
expression was pinched, he seemed on-edge. Eren wondered how 
hurt the owl must be. 


"I-I think it would probably be best to wait till the end of the school 
day," Armin said, fumbling over the start of his sentence. 


"Yeah, it would be too suspicious if | skipped lessons and someone 
saw me sneaking around the soldiers' dorms instead." Levi took a 
deep breath, it whistled quietly through his teeth as he blew it back 
out again. 


"Right, okay. At the end of your school day, you come and you report 
to me and we'll figure out what we're doing," Levi ordered. He 
maintained solid eye-contact with Harry until he agreed before 
allowing him to pass. 


"What now?" Mikasa asked, looking from Eren to Levi. 


"| guess we should carry on training or researching?" Armin said, 
though it came out as more of a question. Levi ran his tongue over 
his lower lip, lost in thought for a moment. 


"Yaeger, go with Harry to potions. Say you're researching or some 
shit if they ask you what you're doing there..." Levi trailed off and 
seemed to reconsider. "Actually, no. Arlert, you go with Harry to 
Potions. Trail him, | don't care if he knows, make sure he comes to 
see us. We need to sort out a regime for teaching these brats and 
we can't do that without finding out what they actually want." 


"Me?" Armin squeaked, surprised. Eren watched as his cheeks 
tinged pink; he cleared his throat to get his voice back under control. 


"Your name is Arlert, isn't it?" 


"Yes, sir! But - | mean -" 


"What? Are you incapable?" Levi turned to face Armin. There was no 
malice in his face, no challenge, though Levi always was particularly 
hard to read. 


"No, sir!" Armin, wide-eyed and a little confused, accepted the order. 


"| trust your judgement, Arlert. You'll be able to figure out if those 
brats are up to anything, if there's a mole | trust in your judgement." 
Levi nodded once, his stare unwavering. "Also, I'm sure you'll get 
more out of sitting through a lesson than Eren would. You also won't 
get confrontational if toad-face shows up." 


"Hey!" Eren spluttered indignantly, then abruptly remembered who 
he was addressing and muttered out an apology, red-faced. 


"Head out now, find the whereabouts of the class and wait for 
Potter." 


"What about the rest of us?" Eren asked as Armin nodded and took 
his leave, jogging up to the end of the corridor and around the 
corner, out of sight. 


"Why do you brats ask me so many fucking questions?" 


"Armin!" Hermione said, surprised, as Armin rounded the corner and 
began making his way down the stairs to the dungeon for Potions. It 
had taken him ages to find the classroom. A lot of asking students 
and being sent down the wrong corridors for a laugh. A couple 
students had seemed pretty intimidated by Armin, traipsing around in 
all his gear - which was a first, he'd thought, people being scared by 
him. 


"Hey, Hermione!" Armin greeted in return, smiling. Behind her were 
Harry and Ron and behind them was Malfoy. He was talking about 
Quidditch, loudly, obnoxiously, it was obvious that he wanted to be 
overheard. 


"Yeah, Slytherin still has permission to continue playing Quidditch." 
Armin heard him saying. In front of him, Armin saw Hermione 
immediately bristle, her shoulders hunching almost to her ears, her 
body held taut and tense. Harry and Ron weren't much better either. 


"Armin, did Levi send you?" Harry asked a little hotly. Armin could 
almost see the effort Harry was exerting to ignore Malfoy. 


"Kinda," Armin admitted. He glanced away and rubbed a hand over 
the back of his neck. "He's taking things pretty seriously. Wanted to 
make sure you came to see him when you're free. Also, I'm 
interested in learning more about Potions and the other subjects 
anyways So - well it made sense to send me." 


"Right." Harry nodded. 


"Oh, so you're sitting in on the lesson then?" Hermione asked. Armin 
told her he was and she clasped her hands excitedly before her. "Do 
you know anything about Potions? | mean, | guess you wouldn't. 
Sorry. Stupid question, really..." 


"Ah, no, it's fine!" Armin reassured her. 


"Professor Umbridge knows my father really well," Malfoy piped up, 
waving a rolled piece of parchment and looking directly towards 
Harry despite the angling of his body towards his group of friends. 
Armin's skin prickled with annoyance. It had been clear to him since 
Eren told him about that Quidditch match that Draco Malfoy was a 
bully and Armin had had quite enough of dealing with people like 
that. 


"| wish he'd shut his trap," Harry murmured lowly, staring at the 
ground. 


"Yeah," Malfoy continued, "he's always in and out of the Ministry, 
they must trust him pretty well. | wonder whether Gryffindor will be 
allowed to continue playing." Malfoy placed a hand on his chin as 
though in contemplation, it was clear he was trying to rile Harry up. It 


was working too, and not just on Harry. Besides him, Ron was also 
turning red with irritation. 


"Don't let him get to you," Hermione whispered, leaning forwards to 
speak to her friends. Armin was just shocked Malfoy had the guts to 
goad people like this when he, a solider, was very clearly here and 
very clearly listening. 


"Yeah," Armin added, "it's what he wants." 


"| bet Gryffindor have no chance though," Malfoy jeered. "Word has it 
the Ministry's been trying to sack Arthur Weasley for years, and let's 
not mention Potter! It's only a matter of time before he's packed right 
off for St Mungo's, my father says so, apparently that's where all the 
people with messed up brains go." At that, Malfoy made a ridiculous 
noise and lolled his eyes back in his head, pulling a very distasteful 
impression that Armin didn't really want to think about. Malfoy looked 
ridiculous, his gang of lackey's laughing at his antics also looked 
ridiculous, Armin was almost about to tell him so himself before 
another student barrelled past him, knocking past Harry in the 
process, too, and headed straight for Malfoy. 


"You take that back right now!" The boy yelled, fighting through the 

other students who were standing looking incredibly shocked at the 
turn of events. Armin hadn't a clue how all of this had escalated so 

suddenly. 


"Neville!" Harry grabbed at the cloak of the boy, Neville, but missed 
by a hair's breadth. Then, almost as if on autopilot, Armin found 
himself running forwards to make a grab at Neville himself. Armin 
had far too much experience with bullies, knew that Neville wouldn't 
stand a chance if Malfoy's lackys decided they wanted to get 
physical - it was almost as though Armin could see his own self 
reflected in Neville, and he admired his bravery in charging forwards 
like that, even though he couldn't understand why. 


Getting a firm hold of Neville's shoulder, Armin yanked him 
backwards, ran a hand down his arm and twisted it behind his back 


to immobilise him. He wasn't entirely sure why he was getting 
involved with this. Armin's job here had nothing to do with these 
students and their antics. Even so, he found that now he had the 
power to do so, he couldn't ignore this. Couldn't let this Neville kid 
charge into a fight and get his backside handed to him. Unlike Armin, 
Neville didn't have an Eren and Mikasa to step in and take over. 


"Neville, you don't want to do this," Armin said quietly into his ear, 
trying his best to sound more confident than he felt. Armin's skin 
heated at the attention, he could feel the stares of the students all 
trained on him and he realised, then, that they'd all stopped talking, 
stopped laughing. That was when Armin realised; he had power. 
These students didn't know anything about him, didn't know who he 
was and what he was and wasn't capable of. He could be whoever 
he wanted to be. He might not have the power to single-handedly 
cull titans like Eren and Mikasa, but he could handle a bunch of 
untrained children, magical or otherwise. 


"St Mungo's... It's not... My parents..." Neville was speaking 
incoherently, to the point that Armin could barely make out what he 
was saying. He thought he got the general idea of it, though, and he 
was sure that he didn't like it. 


"Calm down, Neville," Ron said, rushing to Neville's side in an 
attempt to placate him. 


"Don't hurt him!" Harry chastised, tapping Armin's shoulder in a bid 
to have him let go. Armin didn't comply, didn't let go, not whilst he 
could still feel Neville fighting to break free. 


"| won't hurt him," Armin reassured, "but | can't say the same for 
them." He gestured towards Malfoy's lackys with his head, where, 
after regaining their senses, they'd begun laughing and flexing their 
arms as though ready for a brawl. 


"Take it back!" Neville cried, fighting against Armin's grip. Armin, 
almost purely on instinct, pushed Neville's leg from under him and 


lowered him to the ground as best he could without hurting him, 
releasing his arm and moving from his back to kneel before him. 


"| know how you're feeling," Armin reassured. "Trust me though, you 
don't want to fight." Behind them, Malfoy was cackling with laughter. 
Armin looked up at Harry; "stand here and don't let him do anything 

stupid." 


"Wait, what are you-" But Armin had already gotten back to his feet, 
a dark look spreading over his face. This childishness was ridiculous. 
If these kids didn't Know who he was and what he could do, Armin 
was going to take full advantage of that, no one needed to know how 
frightened he got, no one needed to know how many times he 
double checked himself and everything he did. No, all they needed 
to see right now was someone with authority. It didn't matter how old 
he was, that he wasn't that far from their own ages, all these kids 
needed to see was Armin stride a few stern steps over to Malfoy and 
grapple his arm into a lock much firmer and much tighter than he had 
on Neville. 


"Ow!" Malfoy cried out, his face dropping. "What are you doing!" 


"Oi, let go of him!" One of his goonies yelled, looming over Armin but 
not making any real move to get him off. Armin's gear was 
threatening, he realised, his uniform and unknown factor meant that 
even these pig-headed idiots were hesitant to mess with him. 


"Apologise," Armin ordered simply. When Malfoy said nothing but a 
string of distasteful expletives meant to sound more threatening than 
he was, Armin tugged tighter on Malfoy's arm, who struggled 
backwards and tried to step on Armin's booted foot. It hurt a little, 
sure, but Armin's boots were reinforced and he'd endured far worse 
than a stamp to the toe from this little daddy's boy. 


"I'll tell my father about this!" 


"You can tell your father all you like," Armin told him firmly. "I'm not 
governed by your ministry. I'm an independent body governed by my 


own superiors - as long as | don't physically wound you | can do 
pretty much what | like and, luckily for you, | Know just about how 
hard to make this hold to not to cause visible damage." Armin didn't 
know what he was saying, running his mouth like this. He was sure 
the power-rush was getting to his head but he just couldn't help 
himself. Physically, Armin was and always had been one of the 
weaker cadets but these students were so lacking even he was far 
stronger than they were. 


"Apologise," Armin repeated with a pointed tug. Malfoy yelped. The 
door slammed open. 


"What is all this racket?" Snape drawled, giving them all a once over. 


"With all due respect, sir," Armin began, "you really should discipline 
your students better." Where was this confidence coming from? 
Armin knew not, just hoped it'd last him through the day. Snape 
raised an eyebrow, took in the sight of Harry and Neville on the 
ground. Harry had his hands pressed firmly to Neville's shoulders, 
preventing him from moving. 


"Five points from Gryffindor," Snape said. "For fighting in the 
hallways." 


"This wasn't their fault," Armin protested. "Malfoy started it all." 


"I'd appreciate it if you didn't manhandle my students, Mr Arlert." 
Snape tipped his head, looking down his nose, and Armin found 
himself deflating a little. Armin pursed his lips and squeezed Malfoy's 
arm once in solid warning before letting him go, pushing him subtly 
forwards in the way he'd learned to do in combat training. 


As he stumbled away, Malfoy seemed to recover himself. He 
stopped his whining and whimpering, his head snapping over his 
shoulder to glare icily at Armin, letting him know that he'd made an 
enemy. Although Armin knew how horrible humans could be, after 
facing titans this was nothing. Snape gave curt orders for the 
students to enter the classroom and they followed diligently, 


Hermione, Ron, and Harry catching up to Armin as he stepped aside 
to allow the students to pass before him. 


"Don't get me wrong, mate, | don't like the way you manhandled 
Neville but the way you stopped Malfoy was pretty badass," Ron 
said, clapping Armin on the shoulder with a small smile. 


"Thanks... Thanks for that," Neville mumbled, rolling his shoulder 
and looking down at the ground where he shuffled his feet. 


"A-ah, that's okay!" Armin brushed off the attention. "I'm sorry for 
grabbing you like that, | just didn't want you to get hurt. | didn't hurt 
you did |?" 


Neville shook his head, "no, no, not at all." 


"That's good." Armin breathed an internal sigh of relief and allowed 
the students to go before him into the classroom, following behind 
them and shutting the door. Harry, Ron, Hermione, and Neville all 
seemed to aim for their regular seats and sat down. Armin looked 
around for an empty seat and, as he did so, he found that he wasn't 
the only visitor in the classroom. 


"Mr Arlert, please do not dither in my doorway," Snape said slowly 
from the front of the classroom. "Take a seat at the back, which 
seems to have become an auditorium, and do not disturb if you feel 
you must sit in on my lesson." 


And so, Armin went, as directed, to the back of the classroom to take 
a seat at one of the empty desks at the very back, right beside the 
seat Umbridge was occupying. 


"As you can see," Snape addressed the class, "it seems that today's 
lesson will be quite the exhibition." 


Umbridge shifted in her chair, her hands tightening on the clipboard 
in her lap, looking ever so pleased with herself. 


"Do carry on," she said. 
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Chapter 18 


Chapter Eighteen 


"Is this really right?" Reiner asked stiffly. He stuffed his hands into his 
pockets. 


"We don't have a choice," Bertolt reminded him. The two of them 
stood looking out at the Forbidden Forest, alone. "We have to follow 
his orders, Reiner, we can't back out now." 


"| just..." Reiner trailed off, sighed, kicked at the ground with one foot 
and then took his hands from his pockets and placed them firmly on 
his hips. "No, you're right. We have to do this. It's for the best - we're 
warriors, it's what we were made for." 


"Right." Bertolt nodded, glancing briefly at Reiner and then back to 
the thick expanse of the forest. "It's best to do this sooner than later 
anyways. If we leave it too long the others might get suspicious." 


No-one knew where they were, hopefully hadn't realised they'd left 
their assigned posts, but they had to be careful, had to be quick. This 
wasn't the time for second thoughts, this was the time for action, and 
it would do them both well to remember that. 


"What about her?" Reiner asked. Bertolt ran a hand through his hair 
and shook his head. 


"No idea where she's standing. She has her mission, all we can do, 
really, is trust her." 


"| don't know if we can." 
"What choice do we have?" Bertolt said hotly, cutting off the tail of 


Reiner's words. Reiner was quiet then, the silence between them 
mounting thickly and uncomfortably until neither of them could take it 


anymore and they wordlessly began walking forwards, into the thick 
foliage. 


The sun was shining, illuminating the melting frost and glittering 
enticingly; delicate and ephemeral, crunching and snapping under 
their heavy boots. Unlike the others, Reiner and Bertolt didn't need 
to be afraid in the Forbidden Forest - the creatures all knew to steer 
very much clear of them. Those who didn't take heed the last time 
they'd been here had been devoured in the last attack. 


Reiner had been posted over the other side of the school campus, 
far enough that he wouldn't be suspected anywhere near here. He'd 
made sure as many people as possible saw him, too, made sure he 
had an alibi, just on the off-chance something went wrong. Bertolt 
was stationed further this side, but that was the plan. All they needed 
now was for everything to go well, it wasn't optimum, they didn't have 
all of the pieces they needed, but they had the tools to turn the tides. 


That was the thing with these new titans, they would do almost 
anything they were told. 


Sitting so closely to such a problematic woman was causing more 
problems than Armin thought it would. Originally, he'd intended to sit 
quietly at the far back of the classroom, out of the way, listening and 
observing the lesson as it progressed. That was, however, becoming 
increasingly difficult with how disruptive Umbridge seemed bent on 
being. 


"Are you sure you should be teaching these students this sort of 
potion?" Umbridge asked in her sickly-sweet voice, tapping her quill 
against a sheet of unrolled parchment. Armin tensed, anticipating 
Snape's reaction. Snape had been getting more and more irritated 
the longer the lesson dragged on - clearly tired of the interrogation 
and clearly tired of his teaching position. 


"It is perfectly suitable," Snape said, staring chillily at Umbridge, who 
paid no heed and continued to scribble things down. 


"The Ministry probably wouldn't approve..." She muttered knowingly 
under her breath. Snape turned to write something on the board in 
chalk, it scraped achingly across the surface. Across the room, 
Armin could see Harry fumbling with some strange ingredient, tipping 
a little into his cauldron and looking guiltily around himself when the 
colour of his potion suddenly changed. Hermione noticed and shook 
her head at him, then, she turned to Armin and motioned for him to 
join her. 


"I'm not sure I'm supposed to be interrupting lessons," Armin said 
nervously, glancing at Snape's back but not daring turn around to 
check what was currently occupying Umbridge's attention. 


Hermione shook her head. 
"It's fine, | just thought you might like a closer look." 


"Oh, yeah." Armin smiled and shuffled a little closer to Hermione, 
looking down into the bubbling cauldron. "What exactly is in here?" 


Hermione reeled off the ingredients with ease, she clearly knew what 
she was doing, which was more than he could say for the rest of the 
baffled-looking students, and although Armin hadn't a clue what any 
of them were and what any were doing, he found it fascinating to 
listen to Hermione explain it nonetheless. Though she didn't offer to 
let Armin stir the pot, nor did she let him lean too closely for too long. 
Armin found it endearing that she was so protective over her 
classwork - Hermione was very studious, and Armin respected her 
for it. 


Snape, turning his attention away from the board, upon which he'd 
written a long list of ingredients and instructions in cursive white 

chalk, noticed Armin hovering around Hermione's desk right about 
the same moment he realised Umbridge was doing the same thing 
on the other side of the room. Armin could see Umbridge, from the 
corner of his eye, interrogating some of the Slytherin students - 

apparently her favourites if Malfoy's smug face was anything to go 


by. 


"Mr Arlert," Snape drawled, his cape billowing out behind him as he 
strode closer, apparently having decided on him as the easier target. 
"Please do not disturb my students." 


"Oh! Um - Right." Armin jolted in surprise at the attention, felt his 
cheeks heating up. He'd never really had a proper schooling, not in 
this sort of sense, and he'd never been told off by a teacher either. 
Despite the burning embarrassment, he kind of felt like he was 
making up for lost time and he couldn't find it in himself to really be 
offended at the normalcy he was being offered. Or about as normal 
as a magic secondary school could be. 


"It's alright," Hermione told Snape. "| was just explaining the make- 
up of the potion to him." 


Snape raised an eyebrow. He looked into her cauldron and Armin 
caught the slight shift in his expression before he covered it, saw the 
realisation Hermione's potion was one of the better ones, and told 
her to add a little more of something Armin couldn't pronounce, 
moving instead onto Harry. 


"Professor Snape!" Umbridge called across the room before he 
could reach his mark, her voice high and shrill; grating Armin's ears. 
Really, he'd rather listen to Snape clawing at the blackboard in chalk 
than listen to her. 


"Umbridge," Snape said shortly. He sounded bored. Armin noticed 
the tightness in his jaw under his pale skin as he turned to face her. 
Umbridge smiled at him, it was very obviously fake. 


"How long did you say you've been teaching here?" 

Snape told her. 

"And you have been regularly applying for the Defense Against the 
Dark Arts position since your initial application?" Umbridge cocked 


her head to the side, very clearly already knowing the answer. Armin 
couldn't imagine what her aim was with this. 


"Yes," Snape ground out, looking away from her and instead to 
somewhere distantly outside the window. Umbridge noted something 
down with a quiet hum. The classroom was silent. Armin felt uneasy, 
though he wasn't entirely sure he could pin it all on this. 


"Any ideas why you haven't been successful?" 


"Why don't you ask Dumbledore." It was intonated as less of a 
question and more of an imperative. Armin felt very much as though 
he wanted to leave and never come back. 


The rest of the lesson passed just as uncomfortably. Umbridge sat in 
for a little more of the lesson, spouted some gibberish about the 
Ministry, and then took her leave, likely to interrogate her next victim. 
Armin couldn't have been any more grateful for the end of the 
lesson, it had been nice at first, learning about potions and such 
(which was probably the closest thing to a normal lesson one could 
get in a school such as this), but the longer it dragged after 
Umbridge's intrusion, the more uneasy Armin felt. 


He figured that the feeling would go away once he got out of this 
dank, dingy, classroom and back up into fresh air. It didn't though. 
The feeling festered in his stomach, it felt familiar, but he just couldn't 
put his finger on it. 


"Got your bodyguard, Potter?" Malfoy laughed as he walked past 
jauntily with his goonies. Armin didn't miss the way Malfoy purposely 
avoided walking near him, as though he was scared of being 
restrained like before again - he avoided eye contact too. Small 
victories, Armin guessed. They were on their way to Divinations, 
Harry's next lesson, and, since Levi had pretty much instructed him 
to stick to Harry until he came to talk to them, Armin was going too. 


"Don't rise to him," Armin murmured lowly to him, watching Malfoy 
carefully as he careened past them and continued on his way. 


"He's full of bollocks anyways," Ron huffed. Armin heard rather than 
saw Hermione slap Ron on the arm as a reminder to watch his 


language. Harry, who was walking slightly ahead of Armin, opened 
his mouth as though to say something and then shut it with a 
grimace. 


Divinations, Armin found, was what he imagined being drugged to 
feel like. The air was so thick with fragrance he could almost see it 
and he'd only just stepped through the doorway. He coughed and 
covered his mouth with the crook of his arm. 


"Is this normal?" Armin asked hoarsely. 
Ron winced. 
"Yeah, mate, sorry." 


"| don't understand why this is compulsory anyways," Hermione 
muttered under her breath. "Load of rubbish if you ask me." 


"You don't like Divinations?" Armin said, surprised. Hermione's face 
scrunched in distaste. 


"| just don't see the use of it. It has no real basis," she told him as 
she glanced carefully between Armin and the Professor, who sat at 
the front of the room, muttering. 


"| mean it's magic isn't it?" Armin asked, "isn't that the case with all of 
it?" Hermione, throwing herself down into her seat, looked incredibly 
offended. 


"That's not true at all! Magic isn't baseless." 


"Then how is this any different?" Armin was genuinely confused. 
Surely if this glorified fortune telling was part of the school 
curriculum, the magical world, it must have its importance. Behind 
Hermione, Ron was making chopping motions across his neck, 
Armin figured he was digging himself into a hole he couldn't see 
here. Next to Ron, Harry looked miserable. 


Hermione opened her mouth to retort and, even though this 
conversation was edging on an argument, Armin really was 
interested in what she had to say; the professor interjected, her 
warbling voice cutting over the chatter of students. 


"Gather, gather, take your seats." The professor, Trelwaney, Armin 
had overheard, spread her arms wide and peered around the room 
with wide eyes framed behind thick glasses. She looked a little crazy, 
Armin thought, a little like Hange might in ten years if she carried on 
the way she was. Armin, realising he was still standing, took a seat 
at an empty desk beside Hermione's, he figured he needed a bench 
to himself to comfortably sit with his equipment. 


As he took his seat, Trelawney began handing out thick, battered 
textbooks - though something told Armin they weren't battered from 
thorough reading. The Dream Oracle, read the front of the book. 
Armin opened the copy Trelawney seemed to have absentmindedly 
placed in front of him and flicked through it, scanning the pages 
quickly, looking out for anything particularly interesting. 


Then Trelawney dropped the heavy stack, her face falling slack. 
Armin jumped, the sudden noise giving him an adrenaline rush, and 
his head snapped up to focus on her. 


Trelawney turned to look at him. 


"There... There is grave danger," she croaked out, it didn't sound 
natural. Armin felt a cold sweat break out, smothering his skin in 
liquid fear. That feeling was back, he could feel it, his throat closing 
up, his guts squirming, his hands clamming up. Something was 
going to happen, he could feel it. 


Distantly, Armin could hear Hermione complaining under her breath; 
not this again, she said. Other students began talking amongst 
themselves, mumbling, muttering, all around him Armin had this 
sudden claustrophobic shock, like everything was circling on him, 
spinning, he felt heavy and trapped. 


The door slammed open. 


"Armin!" It was Jean. "Go, move now, move your fucking ass, let's 
go!" 


"Jean!" Armin gasped, his body leaping up from his seat on pure 
instinct. 


"Grave danger! You... You will die!" Trelawney cried out, her eyes 
partially rolled back in her head. 


The students were silent. 


"Armin, now!" Jean, face blanched, hands trembling, climbed 
through the entrance to the classroom, making his way straight for 
Armin, grabbing him by the arm when he was close enough. "Snap 
out of it, let's go. Titans - Titans are in - the Forbidden Forest, we 
gotta-" 


The ground shook, the students screamed, Jean and Armin 
crouched low, covered their heads as blinding light beamed through 
the gaps in the thick curtains drawn across the windows. There was 
an unmissable roar; Eren. 


"Everyone, stay put!" Jean ordered the room, still trying to bodily 
haul Armin away. 


"Oh God," Armin said breathlessly, snapping out of his 
dumbfoundedness and watching as Trelawney collapsed against 
one of the desks, her body sagging down in exhaustion, looking as 
though she had no idea what had happened. "What's happening?" 


Jean pushed Armin through the classroom entrance, followed after 
him, and the two of them broke immediately into a run; Armin prayed 
the students would stay put, Harry, Hermione, and Ron in particular. 
They always seemed to be at the heart of everything, but not this 
time. This fight wasn't for them. 


"Bertolt - Bertolt was posted near the forest and he came running-" 
Jean broke off with a heaving breath, running slightly ahead of Armin 
to direct them. "He was terrified, they shouldn't have posted him 
alone near that Goddamn forest. But, yeah - he heard something 
suspicious, ran into the forest to check, and he - he saw a titan. 
Abnormal. Ran to the next post, to Sasha and relayed what he saw, 
asking for backup." 


"Where's everyone else now?" Armin asked. There were too many 
stairs in this school, navigating it was impossible, so, taking the 
initiative, Armin withdrew his blades and decided to put his 
maneuvering skills to good use. Jean smirked at his decision despite 
his obvious fear and followed. 


"Well Sasha sent up a signal flare which the next post saw, then all 
the posts on her side of the castle saw and converged; that's Eren, 
Levi, Sasha, Bertolt, and Mikasa currently engaged. Hange, Krista, 
Ymir, Connie, and Reiner have been told to remain on guard in case 
of multiple appearances." 


"So plus us that's seven against how many?" 


"Two titans confirmed. Levi ruled we don't need to take the others 
from their posts for that. If things worsen we'll send up flares but it 
shouldn't come to that." 


"Are they sure?" Armin asked nervously., squinting against the 
sunlight. Now outside, Armin could almost feel the noise vibrations 
from Eren's angry growls. 


"Yeah, for now anyways. Between Eren, Levi, and Mikasa we should 
be fine even without us helping. Anything could happen though, they 
need everyone at the ready." 


Despite the reassurances, Armin didn't feel any better. He still felt 
uneasy, like something was going to go terribly wrong - not that there 
was any real way for a titan attack to go right, other than quick, 
successive take-downs. Adrenaline thumped through his veins; they 


used their gear where they could and ran when they had to, they 
were at the scene of the fight, not too far into the forest, in what felt 
like a second. 


Eren towered over them, looming and violent, already locked in 
combat with a titan, almost as tall and twice as vicious. It had a sort 
of look in its eye Armin didn't think he'd be able to forget. It hada 
completely different aura from any of the titans they'd faced before. 
This one was far more beastly, more insistent, perhaps, even, more 
intelligent. 


"Arlert, Kirstein, Keeping heading north into the forest, team with 
Mikasa," Levi ordered as he noted their approach. Armin nodded, 
Jean grimaced, they did as instructed. 


Despite the daylight, the forest was dark, slightly misty, full of 
overgrown foliage and thick trees - Armin wasn't sure how the titans 
were even able to move. What was more, where had they come 
from? They were barely a hundred metres into the forest and already 
Armin felt at least a thousand in, it was near impossible to stay 
locationally aware, it was as though the forest was its own entity, 
stretching on and on for eternity. The titans couldn't have simply 
wandered in. They must have been put there, but how? 


"Mikasa!" Jean called, pausing on a branch high in a tree adjacent to 
the one Mikasa was perched in. Below them were footprints, small 
for the creature that made them, but no visible titan. Had she taken it 
down already? 


"Stay put!" Mikasa called out to them. Jean seemed taken aback but 
took the message and Armin hoisted himself a little further up his 
own tree, making sure to remain within earshot. 


"Where's the titan?" Armin asked, looking to Mikasa. Grimly, she 
pointed to a cave-like alcove Armin hadn't noticed before, its opening 
shrouded in vine-like plants. And, there, sticking haphazardly out, 
was unmistakably a titan's leg. 


It was crouched, its back to them, clawing into something Armin 
couldn't see. 


"What do we do?" Jean whispered, just loud enough for them to 
hear, looking from Armin to Mikasa. 


"We need to lure it out So we have room to take it down," Mikasa told 
them. She was right, there would be no way to take the titan down 
from inside it. 


"One of us needs to be bait then?" Armin mused. 


"I'll go," Jean said suddenly, the terror in his eyes betraying his 
steadfast expression. In the near distance, Armin could hear 
shouting, the clanking of blades and the whir of wires, a roar cut off 
by a sickening crack. Then the thudding grew nearer and fora 
second Armin's stomach dropped, but then Eren broke through the 
trees, Levi, Sasha, and Bertolt on his shoulders and Armin felt relief 
instead. Maybe none of them would have to be bait after all. 


The titan in the alcove froze as the vibrations of Eren's footsteps 
grew nearer, it scrambled out of its cave and seemed to contort itself 
grotesquely back to its regular standing height, the remains of some 
poor creature clutched bloodily in its hands. 


That wasn't right. Titans were only supposed to consume humans. 
Considering the hesitation he could sense, Armin realised everyone 
else must be thinking the same thing. 


And, in that instant of confusion, there was a flash of light, the titan 
lunged, the ground shook, the trees splintered apart and barrelling 
through them, the Armored Titan. 


The plot is heating up my dudes, expect a bit of deviation from 
the canon materials from here on out (as though | haven't 
already, like, deviated madly by merging these things in the first 
place, haha) 


See you (hopefully) next week! :) 


